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Part | 


Author's Notes: 
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All| could focus on was the pain.the blaring pain, the fire in my chest.. 


l'm laid out on the floor, staring up at the ceiling. Pristine white paint, not a chip of a crack in sight. Of course, 
there could be. My vision's gotten too blurry to tell. My body's racked with pain, and it hurts to breathe. But 


it's a good pain. The last trial..and this one doesn't even have to be in court. 


I'm too weak to even smile at that thought. God, who knew this would hurt so much. But, hell, however long it 
took, the silver lining would definitely prove to be better then any drugs | could ever get into my system. 
Another wave of the fiery pain washes over me. | dig my fingers into the carpet, trying to brace myself. The 
rug's damp, and cold, too. And it's all blood, all my blood. | can feel the cold, hard steel of the gun next to my 
right hand, and | know there's a used syringe and a small bag strewn on the floor nearby, only a little smack 


left in it. 


Yeah, | needed the drugs to get my nerve up, but hell, at least it would dim the pain Just make my exit a little 
easier. And what was the legal system gonna due, arrest me? But still, even with that. couldn't off myself like 
a man should. | had taken the gun out of my mouth. | could feel the guilty tears welling in my eyes..then..the 
gun just went off. 


| shot myself. And | didn't even mean to. | didn't have the balls to do it the right way, then some by some act 


of God, it happened on its own. | must really be meant to die... 


Another wave of pain crashes over me. | can hear something in the background, and | can feel the vibrations. | 


give it my all just to look over, and | see the door shaking. Someone's trying to get in. 


Fuck them. If they wanted to help me, maybe they should've started earlier. It's all almost over. Then I'll be 
gone, no one will have to worry about me anymore. | can hear whoever's trying to get in calling out my name. It 


takes a few moments for me to recognize the vague sound, but then it hits me. 
Duff... 


As | make this revelation, the door busts open. | watch the tall blonde's leg retract from a kick as his eyes 
quickly fall on me. Panic coats his face as he runs over and crashes next to me on his knees, his gorgeous 
green eyes displaying more distress and fear then I've ever witnessed. 


Why do you have to be here? | wanted to go alone..but no, not you. You can't see this..you won't be able to 
bear. can't bear you seeing this.. 


Pain shoots through me yet again as Duff scoops me up onto his lap, holding me caringly. 


"Scott.why? Oh, God..Scott.." he says. Tears are ready to drip down his face. | want to wipe them away, but | 
can't. God, Duff..you can't be here.. 


| watch his eyes survey the room. The hypodermic, the drugs, the gun, the small sea of blood beneath me. My 
blood's dripping onto him now, but he doesn't seem to care. He's so traumatized, so heartbroken. | almost start 
to regret what I've dore..'m almost glad that | couldn't do it in an instant.. 


No! No, I'm not.it'll all be over soon IHl be just like a pain killer. only wish you didn't come here, Duff..God, it's 
so goddamn hard now..! feel like | don't wanna go..! gotta stay now! | sorry..Duff.. 


‘Scott. told you I'd help you get through this..ch my God..l told you we'd work through this together..God, 
Scott..what the hell were you thinking?" he asks frantically. He's getting his cell phone out, and he hits those 
three magic numbers. Maybe..maybe | won't die.. 

Wait. How is that a good thing? | did all of this just to get there and now..Duff..damn you, Duff. Why did you 
have to show up? If you only could've waited a few more minutes, then everyone could be at peace. Duff, I'm 


so sorry..l'm only trying to make things right.. 


| watch his lips move frantically as he talks to the ‘Il dispatcher, but | don't listen. All| can hear is my heart 
beating loudly in my head. If there's one person I'd want to be with right now, its you..but please, | just want to 


go in peace... 
He ends the call. 


"Scott hang on..the ambulance is on its way, you'll be just fine.." he stammered. Duff's voice almost sounded like 
he was reassuring himself that I'd be okay then me. It made this all so much worse just to watch him. | could 
barely keep my eyes open. | watched his tears streak eye liner down his cheeks. Duff, I'm sorry..lt was almost 
like he heard me... 


Duff leaned down, and he placed a gentle kiss on my cheek. "Scott..damn it, Scott..you just have to hold on for a 


little bit longer..this is all going to be okay..then we can put the past behind us.." He was so heartbroken Was 
this whole idea of mine a mistake..? My eyes.they felt heavy.and slowly, | drifted off.. 


To be Continued... 


Part 2 


Thoughts keep racing through my mind, a million of them a minute. | can barely stand it. Did that ambulance 
ever come? Wait..why should | care? I'm the one who wanted to die..but wait, where's Duff? Is he still with me? 
God, | just want to see him, but | can't.my eyes won't open. There's just so much pain, it's the only reason | 
know I'm not dead yet. | feel like I'm in some sort of limbo, dead, but still alive. It's all this pain. Damn, all the 
pain.but | can't let go..| can still almost feel him by my side..oh Duff.l'm sorry..why am | doing this to you, to 
everyone? How am | gonna explain this one? No..he was there the whole time..he knows what happened..he knows 


why | did this.. 
It had all been going so well.. 


But in that whirlwind of a day... 


"Awww, damn..." 
| look up from my newspaper, an eyebrow raised. "Mary?" 


She enters the room, looking as graceful as ever. Wavy, somewhat disheveled blonde hair falls over her chiseled 
face, but there's a frustration in her deep, dark brown eyes. She's buttoning up her jeans, muttering under her 
breath and grabbing her purse all at the same time, which is sitting on the table only a few feet away from 


me. All | can do is smirk as she shakes her head. 


"What's up?" | ask, putting the paper down on my lap. She looks up, and our eyes meet. A smile creeps onto her 
face, as she stands, putting her bag over her shoulder. 


"| got the wrong shampoo.." she grumbles. My smile grows, and | don't even know why. Probably just seeing her 
is putting me in this great mood She doesn't seem to notice, just goes to the other wall, back turned to me, 


shuffling around for her car keys. "I should be back in..ch, say, twenty minutes?" 


| glance down at the newspaper once again. | could hear her opening the door, sighing in annoyance. | skim over a 
line, then look back up, just as she's taking her first step out the door. 


"Love ya." | say gently. She turns, looks back, smiling, but it seems almost vacant. There's a distance in her 
eyes, but | can't pin its cause. She gives a small wave. 


"Love you, Too...” 


| see a bright light. No, no..l can't be dead, no... 


But it pulls away..Then, | realize, the paramedic's shining a light in my eyes. | look up at her. A round face, 
messy brown hair. Average. It's all | can say about her. But then again, she's the once who's saving my life. | 


guess | could call her my angel..but no..no she's not.. 


There's so much pain, its hard to focus. | strain my eyes to look over, and | catch a brief glimpse of Duff's 
face. He looks scared, terrified really. He's got blood on his pants, his shirt. It's my blood, all mine. His eyes are 
showing all the stress that his body language won't. Fuck, look what I've done to him..He's my angel..he's the one 
who's saving me..Duff, l'm so sorry.. Then, our eyes meet for a moment. His gaze, his deep emerald eyes, they 
act like a painkiller. It comforts me for a moment, but my eyes feel heavy. Pain rockets through me once again. 


Damn it, just make it stop... 


The paramedic straps an oxygen mask onto my face. It's a tight fit, but it feels much easier to breathe as 
soon as its on. But | till feel like l'm about to black out again. Before my eyes lock shut once again, my eyes 
center on Duff. He looks like he's going to pass out just as much as | probably do. I'm so sorry, Duff.'m sorry 


for this... 


Once again, darkness surrounds me... 


I've busied myself with this damn newspaper too long. | look up at the clock on the wall. It's been at least forty 
minutes. l'm starting to get a little worried. | look down, and I've torn up an edge of the paper. | bite my tongue 


once, and the phone rings. Maybe that's her. Probably just traffic, anyway. 


| toss the paper onto the coffee table in front of me, then get up, walking the good five yards to the nearest 
phone, rested on a table at the end of the hallway. 


It only takes me a minute or so, and the phone's only rang three or four times. | say a silent, instantaneous 
prayer that its Mary, not some reporter who wants to know about my drugs or my new band. Always the 
same shit. | really should get a caller ID.. 


The phone rings again, dragging me out of my thoughts. Quickly, | pick up and say hello. The first thing | hear is 
a din in the background, consisting of people and a PA system, calling a doctor to surgery. | raise an eyebrow. 
The hospital maybe? What in hell would someone at the hospital want to tell me? | shake my head, waiting for a 


response. 


A woman on the other line greets me, then asks me if | could sit down, an odd question that | don't see the 
importance of. Maybe it's just some sort of long survey, who knows. | say that | have, just for the sake of 
moving on | listen as her tone becomes grim. This is all starting to trouble me. What she says next sucks the 


air right out of my chest. 


"Mr. Weiland, | wish | didn't have to inform you of this, but..there was an accident." 


| play that line over and over again in my head. | bite my lip, hard. | can feel a few drops of blood drip into my 
mouth, the coppery taste barely registering. | swallow hard and take a deep breath. 


"What..what sort..what sort of accident are we talking about here?" | stutter frantically. | go through a mental 
list of my loved ones in my head, | beg whatever force out there that will listen that none of them are hurt, 
but | know that one of them has gotta be hurt..that's the only reason they're calling here. | can feel my legs 


turn to jelly before they even tell me what's wrong, and | really wished | would've sat down.. 


| close my eyes for a moment as she goes through it all. Traffic accident..Mary..critical condition.induced coma 


to keep her from feeling the pain.. 
"Jesus Christ.." 


| know I've done a lot of stupid shit, a lot of down right awful shit, but what'd | do to deserve this? But..what 


did she do? Mary, you're so innocent..all you've done is stand by my side, no matter what..damn it.. 

The nurse on the other end asks if | will come to the hospital, and | stutter out a weak, positive reply in an 
instant, then wait until | hear the line click. l'm alone, and | sink down to my knees. | could be sentenced to death 
right at this moment and still not have the same reaction. | just want to disappear, wake up from this awful 
dream. But its not a dream... 

| look back down at the phone, held in my shaky hand. Only one name will register in my head, and | don't even 
know why. Duff. He'll understand. He'll feel the pain I'm feeling, he'll be able to help me. | need him to just hold 
my hand in reassurance until | can see her, see if she's really that bad off. 

My hand tremors as | dial Duff's cell phone. God, please be there. | need you so much now.. 

It rings once. 

Twice. 

Fuck..he's not gonna pick up... 

Three times. 


"Hello? Scott, that you?" 


| sigh inwardly, trying to control my fearful shakes. "Took you long enough.." | say, trying my absolute best to 
be light-hearted and not worry him. But he can read right through my insincerity. 


‘Scott..are you..What's wrong?" he asks. There's wonder and confusion in his voice. | try to speak, but my voice 


cracks. | can almost see the concerned expression on his pretty face. Maybe | shouldn't have called him..it'll just 
mean more worry for someone else..But he'll insist on being there for me no matter what, so | might as well 
ask him up front. 


"Duff..c-can you take me to the hospital?" | ask meekly. | hear the sudden gasp on the other line. And | know 
exactly what he's thinking. | relapsed. For someone who cares so much about me, you'd think they'd have a little 
more faith in me. Of course, maybe he's just cautious like that. 


"Scott..what happened? You're okay..right?" he asks. His voice is worried. | almost wish | had never called. 


"Yeah..yeah I'm fine..out..| just need you to give me a lift." | reply slowly, my lower lip trembling. | loathe the 
words that are about to come out of my mouth, like they will be a confirmation of all that I've had to absorb 
in the past ten minutes. "Duff..God.just..come here.please.." | feel the tears burning at the back of my eyes, 
and | know its in my voice, too. "I just..got a call..there was an accident..and..ch, God." 


"tll be right there..| promise..m already on my way," he says. There's a genuine compassion in his tone. | feel a 
little calmer. He always keeps his word. He gives a loving goodbye, and once again, there's a click on the other 
end. Taking a deep breath, | slowly pull myself up, my legs shaking still. | cling to the wall to keep myself up. 
God..Duff, get here soon.. 


He's come to my rescue again.. 


Part 3 


| feel like I've been hit by a bus. It's been like this for God only knows how long..l've woken up a few times, but 
not even long enough to get a good look around, so | don't know where | am, who's around me. At least | know 
l'm not on a cold slab in the morgue, which is something to be thankful for. But | almost wish | was. It's like l'm 
all alone in some dark room, chained to a bed. | can't talk and | can't hear anything, | just wish something would 
wake me up. Maybe this is just some sort of divine punishment for being unfaithful to Mary. But for fuck's 
sake, taking her from me, isn't that enough? Hell. maybe this is in exchange, who knows. Maybe they'll give her 


back to me..maybe.. 


But just at the thought of the word ‘unfaithful’, | can only think of one thing. Duff. Is he still here? I'm 
conflicted if | even want him to be or not. On one side, I'd give anything just to have one of his strong hands 


holding mine, to guide me back to consciousness, | guess. God, those hands..so gentle... 


No, no..this isn't the time, that's not what | should be thinking about..| hope he went home, | hope to God that 
he isn't here. He shouldn't see me like this. He couldn't. He was too kind-hearted.,just a big, loveable lug, that's 
all. He should be with his family, cast thoughts of me aside. | shouldn't be his focus, just for a little while. They 


need him, too. 


But..| need him so much..! love him too much... 


I've spent at least two days draped over the side of her hospital bed, just staring at her, holding her hand, 
praying that she will wake up. All| can do is watch her, stare at the tubes in her nose, the IV in her hand, the 
stitches on her forehead. | know she's all bandaged up under the blanket, stitches along her torso. | can barely 
stand to see her like this. I've glanced up at the mirror on the wall a few times. | look haggard, unshaven 


stubble on my face, dark circles under my eyes. | look miserable. Positively miserable. 


| shut my eyes for a moment, breathing heavily through my nose. Maybe if | just close my eyes and click my 
heels together and wish hard enough, she'll wake up. 


"Mary..please..” 


| lay my head down by her shoulder, still holding her hand, stroking her fingers gently. | really wish she could 
know that | was here by her side, just waiting..waiting for her to wake up. | guess it's as soon as you can't 
have someone, whenever you can't talk to them and hold them in your arms, you realize that you should've 


spent so much more time with them, listened more closely whenever they talk.. 


| sigh. | could be experiencing much worse, and | know it. But it's almost like | don't care. Like | don't know that 
there's so many other people out there who know exactly what I'm going through, have experienced an even 


greater caliber of pain. Maybe l'm just one of the lucky ones that just won't realize how lucky | am until 


everything's over. | don't know..maybe | just don't value the ones | love enough.. 
The ones | love.. 
| hear the door click open. 


| turn my head and look up. Standing in the door is Duff, blonde hair slightly messy, looking at me with the 
utmost concern, but still smiling softly. 


"Scott..you've been here for three days." he said matter-of-factly, walking over. He pulled up one of the chairs 
and sat down next to me. "You need some rest. Man, you look like hell." | just glance over at him, not saying 
anything. | try as hard as | can to crack the smallest of smiles. Duff puts a gentle hand on my shoulder. "You 
want me to get you some coffee?" 


| shake my head a little. My throat is too dry, and besides, coffee will just give me a bigger headache. | look 
away, a saddened look on my face. | know he means well, but nothing seems to help. He's come to check up on 
me every day, trying his best to help me. Slash, Matt, and Dave have all come to make sure | was okay, but 
still, | can't help but be miserable. Yeah, I've been able to smile a few times, but as soon I'd look back at Mary, 
my mood would crash once again. | sigh a little, and | feel Duff stroke my hair sweetly. 


| turn my head and look into his eyes. Those deep, dark green eyes, always acting like a numbing agent for my 
heart. All | can think about in that one moment is him. And he just stares back, the slightest of smirks on his 


face. 


‘Scott, you really need some sleep.." he states considerately. | just give a heavy sigh, and lean forward into his 
arms. He wraps his arms around me in a strong yet tender embrace, holding me ever so carefully. He gently 
rocks me back and forth, and | know that he can feel how weak | am. | shut my eyes, almost dozing off. He 
kisses my hair softly, and all my heartache dissolves. | just feel so calm, the moment is perfect. | snuggle into 
his chest, and | hear him chuckle under his breath. 


"C'mon, let me take you home," he says. | look up at him, my eyes heavy. | exhale through my nose, giving a 


slight nod. 


"Ehh, why not..2" | groan. Smirking a little, he leans down and kisses me soothingly on the lips. | purr at his 
touch, and he pulls away for a moment. 


"Just wait here for a sec, | gotta make a phone call," he says. | nod, and he slowly gets up, pulling out his cell 
phone. | watch him dial a few numbers, and | rest my head on the mattress once again, glancing back up at her 
peaceful, unmoving form. For once, just seeing her didn't make me feel miserable. | smirk somewhat. You'll be 


okay... know it.. 


"Okay, bye. Love ya, babe.." Duff says as he hangs up. He puts his phone back in his pocket, walking back over 
to Scott. "Ready to go?" he asks me. | force myself up, stretching my arms out and smiling up at him. 


"Who were you calling?” | ask. He shakes his head, trying to dismiss it, helping me up. "Seriously, who were you 


calling?" | repeat. 
"| was just calling Susan.had to tell her I'd be a bit late.." he says, finally answering. | nod in response. 


| take a few steps, then | look back down at Mary, frowning. | close my eyes for a moment, feeling tears 
burning behind my eyes, choking me again. Duff stops and puts an arm around my shoulder. 


‘Scott..don't worry..she'll be okay, it'll just take time.." he consoles me. | turn my head and look into his eyes, 
searching for sympathy. He leans down, our lips meeting in a sensual yet gentle kiss, kind of like a silent 
reassurance. "Don't worry, Scott..you'll drive yourself insane like this. Like | said, she'll be fine, it's just a matter 


of time...” 


| slowly open my eyes, looking around. The window nearby is dark, only the light of them moon and a few street 
lights shining through. | look down, and see the bandages wrapped around my chest, a small red stain on them. 
There's an IV in my hand, the drip not far away. | hate being hooked up to machines like this. It makes me feel 
like such an invalid. | roll my head back, staring up at the ceiling. 


Damn..a view like this is what | saw when | got myself here. | try and laugh, almost forcing myself, but all it 
results in is another fiery pain in my chest. Fuck | was just hoping this was all a bad dream, maybe that | was 
just sleeping and thinking all of the shit that had happened in the past week. The whole room was dark. | 
squinted, trying to look around. There was no one there. | was alone. Duff wasn't even there, waiting to see how 
| was. | sigh, and it hurts. Son of a bitch. | just want some sort of relief the kind he can give me. | shut my 
eyes, hoping that I'll drift off again. My hands tense into fists, but | quickly release them. | can feel myself 


falling asleep..my limbs going numb..throwing my back into my memories... 


Duff pulled into my drive way, and | remain only half awake. He looks over at me. "You need help?" he asks. | sit 
up, but | feel like I'm about to nod off. He smiles and opens the driver side door, shutting it securely and walking 
over to the passenger side. He opened the door slowly, looking down and grinning. He holds out a hand, and | take 
it. Slowly, he leads me up my driveway to the door, helping me stay on my feet. We reach the door and he 
grabs the door knob. He just gives it a turn, and its still open | guess | was in such a hurry when he took me 
to see Mary | forgot..or maybe it was just the prospect of seeing her in such a terrible state. 


We take a few steps in the door way, and | feel like I'm going to pass out. | groan, pushing myself into his chest, 
almost requesting a hug. | feel so helpless. | need him just to hold me in his arms so badly its almost pathetic. 
But he complies without saying a thing, just standing there, holding me. When I'm with him, | just always feel so 
safe, so complete. Its when he's holding me like this, making sure that I'm ok.. 


"Scott," he starts, resting his head on mine. "I love you.. love you so much..You know that, right?" | slowly slide 
an arm around his waist, in a silent reply. | can feel the warmth of his smile without even seeing it. But | still 
feel woozy. | just look up at him with pleading eyes, and he puts an arm under mine. He starts helping me 
toward the staircase, holding me like | have a bum leg. 


God, damn it, | don't deserve love like this. I've got Mary. I've got Duff. don't even deserve one person this 
dedicated. 


We reach the bottom step. | can manage one, but | already seemed labor. Maybe | should've taken that coffee... 
Duff looks down at me. "You okay?" 


| don't even look back at him. | don't even know why, maybe | just don't have the energy. | give him a slight nod, 
starting to pull away from his caring grip. | hold on tight to the banister and go up a few steps on my own, 
Duff staying behind me, like he's spotting me. 


It only takes a few minutes for me to get up the stairs. | don't fall, probably because Duff helped me whenever 
| tripped or anything. God, always there..like some kind of guardian angel..my angel... 


| slouch toward my room, Duff slipping an arm around my waist. He looks down at me, a smirk on his face. | 
just look up into his jade-colored eyes, and a small smile comes to my face. He leans down and kisses my 
forehead. | put my weight against him again, and he helps me walk from the hall into my room. 

| pull away when I'm near my bed, fueled by the prospect of rest. Sleep. Jesus, how long has it been since I've 
slept. think I've only gotten a few hours in in the last three days.. 


| flop myself down on the bed, almost falling sound asleep as soon as my head lands on the warm blankets, 
weaving my fingers into the fabric. Damn, | haven't been able to feel this relaxed in so long..Duff really was 
right, | do need some sleep. And its such a relief to be able to sleep, too.. 


He sits down on the edge of the bed, sliding down so that he's almost laying next to me. "Scott, are you gonna 
be okay by yourself?" he asks softly. | stare into those green gems he calls eyes for a moment, giving a silent 
nod. He smiles, stroking my face softly. 


"Good. I'll call you in a few..actually, I'll let you sleep. Call my cell when you wake up though, alright? Don't make 
me worry about you.." he says, still smiling. | can feel a small smile appearing on my face, but | know it doesn't 
really seem like it. | just can't seem to feel alright with being happy when my wife's lying in some strange place, 
looking little better then a corpse. | try and close my eyes, but | can't help but let my thoughts wander back to 
her. | reopen my eyes, just as Duff's starts to stand. | reach out a hand, placing it on his. He turns his head 
and looks back at me, and all | can do is make a helpless whimper. He sighs, and sits back down, looking right into 
my eyes. 


Just the feeling of our eyes locking like this electrifies me, gives me a new strength. God damn, Duff..you have 


no idea what you can do to me... 


"Please stay.." | whisper. At first, he looks like he's going to protest, but | try my best to use puppy eyes. I've 
never been good at convincing people to do anything with that technique, but with Duff. know he really wants 
to be here, too. And he sighs, leaning down and giving me a peck on the cheek 


"| guess | can stay for a little while," he says softly, kissing me again. This one's full of much more passion. His 
arms wrap their way around me again, holding me close, and all | can do is melt against him. Duff pulls his lips 
from mine after a moment, gazing into my eyes. He can see the hazy longing in my eyes, | can tell. Its the 


hesitation in his own emerald gaze. | feel so desperate for some sort of comfort..| feel so weak. 


"Duff." | whisper softly, my lips trembling. | feel like | could just start to cry at any moment, just sob into his 
shoulder. He reaches a hand up, sweetly stroking my face. He leans forward and pecks my lips again, and again, 
and again, and it makes my head spin | weave my fingers through that beautiful, golden blonde hair of his. 


He pulls away, glancing down at his watch. He frowns. "Scott. gotta go..! told Susan I'd be home by five.." he 
said, regret in his tone. He leans down and kisses my forehead, then slowly sits up. He looks down at me for a 
few moments, just trying to pry his eyes from my miserable expression He stroked my cheek again, sighing. 


Call me, please?" he asks. | nod slightly, laying my head down in fatigue. He smiles a little at me, standing. Before 
he turns to leave, he gives me a last, tender kiss. "I love you.just remember that, alright?" | nod again, and 


before he even makes he way out the door, | doze off into a deep sleep... 


Part 4 


My head is fucking killing me. It feels like its splitting open..\Wait, where am |? Oh, yeah..the hospital..and that's 
why my chest hurts.. 


Christ, | keep forgetting what happened. | just feel like l'm at home till | start coming to. Maybe | should just 
keep my eyes shut, try and trick myself into going out again Maybe if | do that I'll sleep until this whole thing 
blows over, and then people will just forget about this all..! don't know how I'm supposed to face anyone after | 


tried to kill myself. just don't think | could look anyone in the eyes after all of this. No one except for Duff.. 


| know he'd understand..but God, | saw how Terrified he was. How could | face him, let alone anyone else? Why 
was | thinking I'd be able to talk to him and no one else..he was the one who found me, lying there in my own 
blood? How could | expect him to forgive me, just like that? We've got something, and | was going to throw it all 
away..! was going to leave him. Fuck, | even thought | died for a while there, but what about him? 


| wrench my eyes shut. | just want to sleep. don't want to think about anything, | don't want to remember... 
But then, | hear voices. Voices | know. Slash..? Matt? 


| open an eye partially, surveying the room. Damn, my eyes hurt..and its too bright. should really ask a nurse 
to turn the lights off..or maybe | just need time to adjust to the light. But | can see them, at least, their vague 
outlines. They're sitting in the couple of the chairs in the corner of the room, talking in hushed voices. | can't 
really hear what they're saying.maybe my ears need to readjust, too. Slowly, | open my eyes, the light not as 
painful any more. 


| try to say something, but all that leaves my throat is a loud groan. My mouth is really dry, painful almost. 


| see Slash look over, surprise on his face, and he and Matt quickly get up and walk over, looks of relief on their 


faces. 


"Jesus, Scott..you're awakel How're you feelin?" Slash asks, trying to be cheerful. | try and crack a smile, but 
I'm too weak. Shit..what in hell did | go through? | look over at Matt, and he seems just as happy to see me 
awake as Slash does. They're relieved, but | think | am more..! thought they'd all disown me for this..| mean, 
they put their time and effort into helping me clean myself up and get back on the right path, and here | am, in 
the hospital, and | tried to off myself. Some thanks, huh... 


| frown a little. There's a look in their eyes. Pity? No, it's not pity. People pitied me the first few times | got 
arrested, | hated that. They're expressing something..different. It's a genuine compassion that's in their eyes. | 
rarely see that... 


| feel Matt put a comforting hand on my shoulder. "You're gonna be okay, man. This'll all work out." he says. It's 
hard to even keep my eyes open, let alone nod, so | try and express agreement through my eyes. But | feel so 


tired..why do | feel like | have to drift off as soon as | want to stay awake? | look over at Slash, as the 
proverbial light bulb going on over his head. 


"Oh, yeah, man..we went and checked on Mary for you while you were out. She's doing a lot better..the doctor 
said they'd only have to keep her under for a week, at most," he says. My eyes widen | had tried to throw it 
all away for guilt of betraying her and never saying | was sorry, thinking I'd never get the chance to. Now, the 
pieces seemed to be coming back together. Damn, I'm s glad she's alright..Was my cosmic punishment over? 


Fuck, | really hope so..but one other thing kept coming to my mind.. 
"Is Duff still here?" | ask softly. Matt nods grimly. 


"Yeah, he looks like shit though," he replies. "He's gone home twice or so, maybe..three times. And you've been 
here for four days...” 


| look at him in wide-eyed disbelief. "R-really?" | ask. | clear my throat before he can answer, bringing a sharp 
pain up in my chest. | grip at the bandages, groaning loudly. 


"Whoa..are you okay?" Slash asks, concerned. | nod a little, trying only to hide my pain. | just don't want to worry 
them anymore.. 


"So, as | was saying," Matt continues, dragging his chair over to my bedside, "Duff is still here. He went to get 
himself some coffee..he really needs it, too.." | feel so terrible, so ashamed. Jesus, I'm making them all suffer, 
keeping Duff and Slash away from their families even more. And I've got them all worried to death. I'm starting 


to feel like | should be in more pain to make up for it.. 


"Yeah," Slash says, picking up where Matt left off. "He wouldn't leave when you were in surgery. He had to know 


how you were..but he has been getting better, | quess..he was so freaked out when we got here.” 


| bite my lip. I'm putting Duff through hell, and all he did was help me. | tighten my jaw, and the metallic taste 
of blood drips into my mouth again. But..wait, | was in surgery. 


"Uh..yeah, man..they had to extract the bullet." Matt replies. | hadn't realized that | said that last part out 
loud, not just in my head. "You're really lucky, y'know. The surgeon told us the bullet almost hit your spine, 
dude..." he picked up. 


That hits me like a ton of bricks. | almost maimed myself, for fuck's sake. What if that would've happened and | 
was still alive.Jesus, what was | thinking? All I've done is put myself and everyone else in so much pain, misery.. 


I've just dragged everyone into my own, little hell. Oh..God.. 


| let my head sink back into the pillow, shutting my eyes and letting out a heavy, burdened sigh. Trash. | feel like 
trash. Then, | hear the door click open, and heavy footsteps. 


| open my eyes and look up, and it's Duff, drinking the last drop of coffee from a Styrofoam cup before tossing 


it in the waste basket by the door. He looks extremely exhausted, with dark circles under his bloodshot eyes. 
His face is dark with stubble, and he just looks terrible over all. Its breaking my heart just to see him like this. 
Dear God, what have | done? But there's a relief in his eyes, and it almost seems like he's just..forgotten his 
weariness. He walks over quickly, stopping at my side. | can see a look in his eyes, he wants to be alone. Slash 
and Matt see it, too. They say something quickly, then slowly exit the room. They know what he had to go 
through, partially. Finding a good friend of yours, dying on the floor..of course he'd want to talk to me alone. 


"Scott." he murmurs, falling weakly into the chair Matt has just vacated. He looks absolutely miserable. He just 
gazes into my eyes with those faded emeralds..God, its driving me nuts. I'm so ashamed..'ve done this to him, 


l'm putting my best friend through so much pain, my friend, my lover..and I'm acting like | don't even care. 
His lip trembles. "Scott. thought..God..| thought you were... 
He can't continue. | watch a shimmering tear drip down his cheek, streaking his eyeliner a little. 


"Oh, God, Duff. didn't mean to hurt you like this..! just..God, I'm so sorry..Duff.." | say, over and over. He just 
sits, frozen for a moment. | just keep apologizing, praying that I'll just wake up from this bad dream. "Duff..l'm 


so sorry..l'm sorry...” 


He shuts his eyes for a moment. "Scott. just shut up..shut the fuck up.." His tone is icy, scared, lonely almost. 


"Christ, | thought | watched you die, Scott." Another tear. "I thought | watched you die..." 


I've never seen him cry before. He's always been the strong one, he's always been the one to offer his 
shoulder to cry on. God, I've really got to stop thinking about myself all the time..all Duff does is help me, and 
now look at him..'ve never wanted to just hold him in my arms like | do right now..for once, | want to be the 
one who's comforting him. But hell, the one time he needs someone to hold him tight, he's got no one there. | 


feel like such scum... 


| feel his hand wrap around mine. | look up, there's remorse coating his face. "Scott, I'm sorry..! shouldn't have 


snapped at you like that." he says. For some reason, | can't help but smile. 


"You barely even said it, Duff." | reply. "Besides, you got nothing to be sorry for.." | tighten my hand on his. All 
| can do is stare into his eyes, so faded, so alone. can remember them not too long ago, they mirrored his kind 
heart with a soft glow.."Duff.." | say again. He inches closer, still looking in my eyes. "I don't expect you to 
forgive me for this..." | say. 


He seems so surprised by that statement. "Scott..what are you talking about?" he asks. He leans over and 
discreetly kisses my cheek softly, damn does that feel good. It helps me forget, forget everything. The pain, 
physical and emotional. And | can almost forget about what I'm putting Duff through, too..maybe | didn't hurt 
him as much as it looks like, maybe its really just from staying here so long. But he was staying at my side, he 
was hurting because he was there for me. | flinch a little, and he pulls away. 


"Scott..." 


| don't reply. | can feel tears burning my eyes..and | let them fall. | don't care anymore, | just wish there was a 
way | could make up for it, Duff.l'm so sorry..| never meant to hurt you like this..l love you..damn it, | love you 
so much... 


| hear a knock on the doorframe. Me and Duff both look over. It's Slash. 


"Hey, uh, the nurse is sayin’ you guys got another ten minutes to talk, then we gotta give Scott some time to 
rest.." he says. He sounds annoyed. I've been out for so long, how could | possibly need tim for fucking rest? 


And | know that's what he's thinking, too. Duff nods, and Slash steps out. 


He looks back at me, brushing some of that soft, golden hair out of his face. He's just looking at me, so 
sympathetically. He reaches over, wiping a tear from my face. "Scott..please don't cry..l can't stand to see you 


cry... he says tenderly. | sniffle a little. 


"Oh, Duff.'m so sorry.." | choke out. "I'm hurting you so much.| never meant to..| should've been thinking..DufF.. 
| love you so much. didn't think I'd be hurting anyone else but myself..| didn't want you to hurt so much..” 


His face is so heart-wrenching. "Scott..you don't have to apologize..! know what you were going through." he 
says. Slowly, leans closer to me, and our lips meet again is such a sweet kiss. He strokes my face oh-so-gently.. 


| almost feel like l'm in heaven... 


| take his hand in mine, loving the feeling of the soft strength. He pulls his hand away, sliding it down to my 


waist, just holding me. We break our kiss, gazing into each other's eyes for a moment. 


"| love you, too.." he whispers softly. Those words, oh God, so good to hear his voice saying those words. 
Damn, the thought of suicide doesn't even cross my mind..really, | can't think of anything else but Duff, and 
those soft hands, glowing eyes, sweet voice..| feel like I'm in a trance. | don't want you to leave, Duff. just stay 
with me. just hold me in your arms.. 


But I'm being selfish. Again. And I'm keeping him from his family. Again. I'm torn. want him to stay..but | want 
him to just go home, too..he looks so awful..God only knows how much he needs a night's sleep. 


| just keep staring into those tired eyes. He seems so helpless. | know all he wants to do is help me, | can see it 
in his eyes. But he's neglecting himself, and its really starting to show..He looks ready to speak for a moment, 


but | reach forward, placing a shaky finger on his lips to quiet him. 


"Duff..damn it, you need to go.." | say. | immediately want to kick myself. Fuck, that sounded like | don't even 


want him here. Stupid move, Scott.."| mean..you need rest...you look awful." He just smirks a little. 
"You don't have to worry about me," he replies gently, once again putting a firm grasp on my hand. 


"That doesn't mean | won't..." 


He just looks into my eyes for a moment, then leans over and plants a soft kiss on my forehead, smiling a little. 
"Come to think of it, maybe | should get some sleep," he says, standing up. He takes a few steps backward, his 
gaze never leaving me. A nurse appears in the doorway, clearing her throat. She looks a little annoyed with 


Duff's presence. 


"Okay, okay, time to go," she says, tapping on his shoulder. He rolls his eyes in my direction, and | elicit a small 
smile. | can almost feel that nurse glaring in Duff's general direction as he slowly exits through the door. The 
nurse follows him, shutting the door behind him. | throw my head back on the pillow, sighing a litle. He'd better 
get some rest. Something's telling me, though, that | don't have to worry. | know he will, | know he'd do if for 


me... 


Part 5 


God, how long has it been since Duff left? A few minutes? Or has it been hours already..Jesus, | didn't even 
think | was tired, but I'm still falling in and out of a light sleep. | never thought I'd ever sleep this much. Of 


course, it's the only thing to do when you're alone, and in pain.. 


| tilt my head over, the IV drip catching my eye. | trace the tube down with my eyes, following it all the way to 
my hand. | know this room like its a part of me. I've studied it over and over, just for the sake of killing time. | 
want to get out of here, go home, go anywhere. | need to get out..lt's like a prison, a giant, sterile prison. | chew 


on my tongue for a few moments, my eyes darting around. God damn it, someone get me out of here... 


| push my head back into the pillow, breathing heavily. | wrenched my eyes shut, seeing those little lights you 
see when you close your eyes. I'll just sleep more time away..hopefully I'll stay out through the night. just 


don't want to wake up until | can see someone... 


| feel so tired now..thank God, it's working. can already feel those dreams again, picking up right where they 
left off.. 


I's been at least three days since I've seen anyone. | haven't left my house, haven't changed my clothes, 
haven't showered. I've just been lying around, tears in my eyes, my face puffy and red. | can't take this 
anymore. God, | feel so terrible, so guilty. Mary, I'm so sorry..'ve betrayed you so much..| didn't have the guts 
to confess..| can't even work up the courage to go and see you again.| just want to say I'm sorry..now, | don't 


think I'll ever get to... 


But even as | think of my guilt, how | went behind her back, | can't help but let my thoughts wander to Duff.. 
I've talked to him a few times over the phone, | called him like he asked, but | haven't seen him. | need him 
here..| need him to hold me in his arms..but | just can't ask him to come and see me..and | don't know why. 
Maybe | just can't ask him for help..but | already have, so many times before, so why should | have a problem 


now? 


The phone's only a few yards away. All | have to do is get up..all | have to do is dial his cell phone. Oh, God.. 
need him here..| need anyone here, damn it. | sigh a little, then take a deep breath. | slowly push myself up, 
standing shakily. | take a few, hesitant steps forward. 


But | can't stop thinking about my guilt. Jesus, | just wish | could hop into a time machine and undo all of this.. 
keep her from leaving somehow..or before that, try and be a better person | don't know..maybe just a little 


change could change the path of time. Maybe if | ordered that steak instead o the chicken.. 


Shit, I'm getting philosophical again That never makes things any better. | take another step, and as | raise my 
foot to move again, but | catch my foot in a blanket | left on the floor, loose my footing, and the floor is 


suddenly rushing up to greet me. 


| throw my hands out in front of me, landing hard on my knuckles. | let out a large cry of pain, rolling onto my 
side, pressing my hands hard onto my legs, hoping the pressure will relieve the pain. | look down at my right 
hand, and it's cut up and it aches. 


myself up. | keep walking toward the phone, groaning. I'm such a mess..! can barely keep myself from crying. But 
it's not from my knuckles, the pain from that doesn't even compare to that. | just want to be held.! need it, for 


fuck's sake... 


| finally reach the phone, forgetting my throbbing hands. | grab the receiver and dialing the first few numbers. | 
pause. | feel so pathetic. As always, | need him to come and rescue me. | bite my lip, then hit those last few 


numbers. The line rings a few times, and | hear a click. 
"Scott, that you?" 


Fuck, | love that voice. "Y-yeah.." | stammer, "Duff..can you please come here?" | ask Damn it. That sounded so 


desperate. Stupid, so stupid.. 
"Hey, are you okay?" he asks. He seems a little worried. "Did something happen?" 


"Oh, no, no..but..can you just..can you come over here?" | ask softly. I'm trembling all over, I'm choking out my 


words. Christ, what's wrong with me? | take a deep breath. "Duff..please?" 


"Yeah, yeah, don't worry..l'll be there in a second. Are you sure you're okay?" he asks. | nod to myself, 


then choke out a positive answer. 


"Don't worry. Do you need me to stay on the line?" Fuck, | didn't realize how awful | must sound. | really have 
him freaked out..do | sound high or something? Damn it, | shouldn't have bothered calling him..| should've just 
stayed bundled up on the sofa.. 


"Scott? Scott, you still there?" he asks. 
"Oh, oh..yeah. Sorry..| was spacing out there..sorry.." | stammer. "You can hang up..l just need you here soon..." 


| hear his heavy footsteps on his side of the line. "Okay, okay, I'll be there soon. | promise." His voice hushes into 


a whisper. "Love you, okay?" 


He ends the call. God damn it, | feel like I've had this conversation with him before. Yeah, actually, | probably 
have. When | had to go to the hospital, a few days ago, yeah..he's always coming to my rescue, like my fair- 
haired knight in shining armor. | shut my eyes, but I'm stirred back to the real world when | hear the beeping 
from the phone. 


"If you'd like to make a call, please hang up and try---" 


| slam the phone down, groaning. | just lean up against the wall, anchoring myself. | stand there for God knows 
how long, just waiting..'m in a trance, just going over my whole situation in my head, trying to plan out every 


possibility of what | can say to Mary if..no, when she wakes up.. 


| hear a loud knock at the door. Duff? Already? | glance over at the clock above the mantle, squinting to see it 
clearly. Damn.. drifted off for a while. | push myself from the wall, slowly stumbling toward the door. | fumble 
with the knob, then open the door, though it takes an unusual effort. Duffs standing there, staring at me with 
the utmost concern. He looks winded, like he hurried. | shudder, then fall against his chest, feeling so weak, 
shaking, sobbing. 


He lets out a saddened, almost guilty sigh. | feel those strong arms wrap around me. He takes a few steps 
forward through the door, and shuts it. He leans against the wall, and slowly sinks down to the floor, still holding 
me tightly. 


"Oh, Scott." he says softly, rocking me softly. God, | feel like such a blubbering baby. l'm just crying my eyes 
out, letting him cradle me in his arms until | feel better. So stupid..stupid.. 


He moves me back, our eyes locking. He looks so sad seeing me like this. Judging by his reaction, | must look like 
some bum off the street. He runs his hand softly down my cheek, sighing a little. His hand soon returns to my 


back as he pulls me closer into another warm embrace. 


"Fuck, why didn't you call me sooner?" he asks. There are a million responses. | just can't find the words to 
form any of them. He leans down and kisses my head softly. It alleviates the pain for an instant. God, | wish we 
could just stay like this forever..my life would be so perfect then. All| need is for him to hold me in his arms 
like this, and | start losing touch with reality. All | can think about is him, those strong arms... 


| finally stop crying. God, Duff, the way you do things to me. If only I'd met you sooner, maybe my life wouldn't 
be such a wreck.maybe we could have had a real relationship, not one we have to hide. God, what | wouldn't 


give for that. 


Duff leans his head down, resting it on mine. He doesn't say anything, just keeps me entwined in those handsome 
arms in a tender embrace. | slowly rest my head on his chest. | snuggle as close as | can get to him, slipping 
one of my arms around his torso. | can hear his heartbeat, beating at the same pace as mine. Oh my God, this 
moment is just so perfect. So amazingly perfect. | feel like there's nothing between us, like everything around us 
has stopped. Just him and me. 


"Duff..| love you so much.." | whisper softly. His hold on me tightens a litle. 


"I love you too." he replies. | look up, our eyes locking immediately. The slightest of smiles dances on his face, 
and he leans down, our lips brushing together in a soft kiss. Its brief, yet so exhilarating. | tremble a little, and 


he kisses me again. He reaches a hand down to mine, weaving our fingers together. | whimper in pain, yanking 
my hand from his and flinching away. 


That surprises him. He looks concerned, then looks down at my hand. He gapes at the terrible condition of my 
knuckles, then looks back up at me. 


"Scott, what happened?" he asks. God, he worries over the smallest things. | shake my head a little. 
"I tripped..landed on the tile," | reply. He frowns. 


"Are you okay? | mean.uh..can you move them okay?" he asks. | nod a little. | watch an odd smirk grow on his 


face. "Go sit on the couch. Which bathroom's you're medicine cabinet in?" | look at him strangely. 
"IFs on this floor..why?" | ask He smiles, then leans forward and kisses me sweetly on the lips. 


"Just go, go..I'll be back in a sec," he replies. He puts an arm around me, starting to stand, pulling me along. | 
look at him, puzzled. | get another kiss. | shake my head a little as he releases me, and start dragging myself 
back to the living room. This time, | avoid the blanket hazard, and shuffle lazily to where I've been lying for so 


long. 


| flop myself down as Duff reappears in the doorway, walking over and setting a few things down on the coffee 
table a few feet away from me. | look over. Peroxide, a couple of cotton balls, band-aids. | narrow my eyes 


suspiciously at him. 


"What the hell are you planning?" | ask. Well, it was more of a demand, but still He smirks a little, taking my 
hand and kissing my palm gently, then looks down and my bloodied knuckles. 


"Just gonna clean this up a little bit." he replies. | look at him with disbelief, and he chuckles a little. "I'm sorry, 
I'm sorry..it's my fatherly instinct, | can't help myself." He reaches over and grabs the peroxide and one of the 
cotton balls, opening the cap on the generic brown bottle. The sharp, cleaning supply-like scent reaches my nose 


quickly. He takes my hand and lowers it toward my hand, but | quickly pull it away. 

He smiles. "| didn't even do anything yet, you big baby." he laughs light-heartedly. | glare at him, even though | 
don't mean it. | look down, staring at my hands. | feel his hand under my chin, slowly raising my head up. When | 
look up, those shining emerald eyes meet mine. He leans forward, and out lips brush together. Oh, God, those 


lips, so silky soft. | close my eyes, melting into that kiss, when | feel a distinctive, sharp burning on my hand. 


‘Owwwll" | hiss, pulling my hand from his. "What the hell..2 You tricked mell" He tries to suppress a laugh, but 
fails miserably. 


"It can't hurt that much, can it?" he asks softly. | just eye him suspiciously, holding my hand away. 


"You won't pull that one off again, Duff..you sneaky bastard, you.." | whisper. He smirks, reaching over and 


pulling a band-aid from the box. He takes my hand again, but he lifts it up to his mouth, placing a few soft 


kisses on my palm. He stops after a moment, tearing open the paper covering the small bandage. 


"I'm never gonna trust you with first-aid again, man," | grumble as he wraps it around my finger. "Hey, not so 
tight..you'll cut off my circulation.." He looks up at me, a glint in his eyes and that wry little smirk back on his 
face. He looks like he wants to say something, but can't find the words. So he just snakes a strong arm around 
by neck, pulling me into another deep kiss. 


| sigh, pushing myself into his arms. | tangle my hand into his unruly blond hair, grabbing a handful of it. He 
pulls away, still smirking, then hoists me up onto his lap. We lock in yet another kiss, falling back onto the couch 
this time, Duff on top. He removes himself from my raw lips, just looking down at me with his murky eyes. 


"Oh, Scott.." he purrs, laying the kisses across my jaw line, down my neck. | smile a little, placing a hand under 
his chin, slowly leading him back up, catching him in another bruising kiss. | reach down to his waist, grabbing a 
hold of his shirt, slowly pulling it from his built form. The only time our kiss breaks is when the thin fabric 


comes between us. 


Shit, | almost think | feel my heart stop when | see him..damn, | love seeing that physique, and the way the light 
hits him, oh, God.. remember a while back seeing a painting of a Greek god, | think it was supposed to be Apollo, 
but all | could do was compare it to Duff. He was just as beautiful as that god, if not even more..so perfect in 


every way... 


Another rough kiss brought me back to reality. "| thought you were out for a second there," he says. | smirk a 
little, just gazing up at him. | feel him reach down, tugging forcefully at my shirt. | grabbed a hold of it, easily 
slipping it off. 


"Thanks," he says softly, throwing it across the room. He smirks, continuing with the soft kisses down my neck, 
stopping his progress, sucking gently on one spot. 


‘Mhmmm, Duff." | groan, slipping my arms around him. | trace my fingers across the fine muscles on his back, 
writhing under him as he continues, tracing along my collar bone with gentle nips and kisses. He stops at my 
shoulder, biting my skin, hard, almost to the point of drawing blood. | let out a small whimper, and he stops. He 
runs his tongue over it, then pushes himself up, straddling my waist and looking down at me with apologetic 
eyes. 


‘lm sorry..| got a little carried away with myself," he says, running a gentle finger over he mark. | just smirk a 
little, my eyes saying everything. He reaches down, slowly unhooking my belt. | shut my eyes, digging my fingers 
into the cushions below me. He quickly freed me of my belt, tossing is over the couch. | see a pleasured look in 
his eyes when he turns a certain way. He throws his head back, bucking his hips against mine. He groans a litle, 
smiling down at me. | watch a few beads of sweat drip down his forehead, feeling that bulge in his pants. He 
leans back down, flicking his tongue out across my chest, catching my nipple in his mouth. 


"Oh, fuck.." | moan, gasping out in delight. He removes his mouth, keeps kissing down my abdomen, dipping his 


Tongue into my navel for an instant. "Fuck, Duff." 


He lets out a breath, catching the button of my pants in his teeth. With skill, he quickly gets it unfastened, 
moving on and sliding the zipper down. Damn, what a day not to put anything on under my pants... 


| roll my head back in a silent gasp as he takes me in his mouth. | bite my lip, hard, feeling the sweat dripping 
from my body. Oh, damn..| can barely take it. Its just the way he moves his mouth, massages me with his 
tongue, grates his teeth over my skin.. 


"Oh...fucklll" | groan loudly. | wrench my eyes shut, spilling myself out into his throat. He pulls himself away, 
swallowing hard, licking his chin clean. | heard the clang of his belt, the sound of fabric slipping from his skin, 
but | didn't pay attention He could be doing anything for all | know, | was too high off an orgasm to even care. 


He pulls himself back up to my level, gazing down at me with fire in his eyes. 
"I love you so much.." | sigh. 


"Me too.." he coos softly, leaning down, kissing me gently. He smiles, and | feel his hard length between my legs. 
His mouth finds its way back to my neck, throwing the bruising kisses against my skin He slowly slides in, the 
pain making me cringe. | know he doesn't mean to hurt me, but God..at least the pain will fade into pleasure... 


He throws his head back and groans in pleasure, sinking in as far as he can. He clenches his teeth together, 


slowly pulling out, then does it again. 
"Scott..oh, Scott..Christ..." 


He keeps going, looking down at me with eyes full of love. | grab a hold of his hand, the pain slowly fading. He 
keeps pumping himself in and out..oh, Jesus, feels so good..so perfect..! arch my back, watching the sweat 
cascade down his smooth chest, and he keeps going, letting out a large cry, emptying himself right into me. He 
moans weakly, pulling himself out and resting weakly on my chest. He kisses my chin weakly, then shifts himself 


to my side. 
He kisses me again softly, then pulls one of the blankets | had on the sofa over me, kissing my forehead. He 
swings his legs over the side of the couch, grabbing his pants and pulling them back on. | look over at him, 


almost feeling sad. 


"You're going already?" | ask He shakes his head, buttoning his pants back up. He lays back down, pulling me into 
a strong embrace. | rest my head on his chest, sighing. | kiss his bare chest once, and he tightens his hold. 


"Duff." | say softly. He kisses my head, then resting his chin on my hair. 


"Yeah?" 


| snuggle closer to him, feeling so safe, so warm. "I love you..so much, Duff." | was slowly falling asleep in his 


warm embrace. 


"| love you too..." 


Part 6 


Author's Notes: 
Shorter than usual, | know. Remember, consttructive criticsm makes my little world go round. *_* 


| clenched my eyes shut, trying to trick myself into falling back asleep. Those dreams, those memories, so 
goddamn vivid..| almost feel like | want to drift off again. Definitely don't want to look at the hospital room..it's 
all too surreal. White walls, shiny tile, unnatural scent. Its all so uncomfortable. Just let me sleep more, just let 
me be back in Duff's arms again.. 


| turn my head, trying to get more comfortable, and | feel a strong hand squeeze mine. | squeeze back a little, 
recognizing the soft strength of the palm around mine. | smile a little bit, slowly opening my eyes. 


"Duff. hey...” 


Of course, there he is, sitting by my side. He just smiles softly, still holding my hand. He looks a lot better then 
the last time | saw him. He definitely got some sleep like | asked him to, and got a shower too. He looks glad to 
see me awake, too. But | can really see it his eyes. That glow was back, they didn't seem as weathered, they 
didn't look so aged and cold. 


"How do you feel?" he asks. Honestly, | feel like shit. My whole body's aching..l've got pains in places | didn't even 
know | had. But | force a reassuring smile. | don't want to worry him any more, | just can't. 


‘lm okay, | guess." | answer softly. He flashes a half-hearted smile, looking down at me with a slight uneasiness 
gradually showing itself in his eyes. My eyes wander from his. | can't bear that look, that gaze. Its worse then 
anger that | can see. It's disappointment. 


"What's wrong?" | ask bluntly. He tries his best to look confused by the question, but | can easily tell its only a 
fagade. "Something's bothering you," | continue, "Just tell me, already." He bites his lip for a moment, his eyes 


straying from mine. | just feel worse now. Can't he even look at me? 


| follow his eyes to the door, then he finally returns his gaze to me. "Scott..you gotta tell me.." he hesitates for 
a moment. "Why? Why would you..how could you do this to yourself? | just don't understand how you could do 
this to yourself." he says. | turn my head away. 


Damn it, | feel so awful now. He does a good job at masking it, but deep down, | know that Duff's still so torn up 
about this. | knew as soon as | saw his face. | wish | were really thinking when | decided it would be best to 


fucking shoot myself. Damn it, look what I'm doing to my friends, everyone | love.. 


"| don't want to talk about it..! just..can't.." | reply. | look away. | can't bear to see that look in his eyes. Again, | 


can't bear to take responsibility for my actions. But | can't ignore what I've done. Duff's right there, just staring 
at me with those hurt eyes. And I'm the one responsible, I'm the one who put him through so much pain. 


He lifts my hand to his lips, placing several light kisses on my palm. He lowers my hand, not too far, and just 


keeps looking down at me, his gaze almost cold. 


"Do you have any more?" he asks sternly. I've never seen you like this, Duff..Christ, you've never been mad at 
me, at least not like this. | bite my lip. | know exactly what he's talking about, but | just can't answer. It's not 
even like its something that'll hurt him, either, | just can't bring myself to admit.."Scott..do you have any more 


drugs or not?" 


| shake my head. | can hear the pain in his voice, how much it hurts him just to ask me that. He's helped me so 
much to get over my problem, given up his time, for fuck's sake, he's been cheating on his wife with me, and 
there | go, trying to throw it all away. It's happening all over again. The first time, when | couldn't get it 
together enough to even fucking kill myself, it was the guilt over Mary, betraying her and never even getting 
to tell her how sorry | was, just tell her how much | love her one last time, beg for her forgiveness. | really 
had the idea that I'd never see her again..and when | wake up, | find out she's doing better. God damn it, | have 


another chance. 


Yeah, there's a whole hell of a lot of people who would say what she doesn't know can't hurt her, but 

sometimes hurts me enough for two people. And she'd leave me. God, she'd leave me, | know she would. She's 
done it before, if | told her this..She'd be so heartbroken..but then again, would she? If she's gone out on me 
before, some of that pain would be numb. But she'd tell Susan, too..then Duff would loose everything, and he 
doesn't deserve that, not in a million years. | don't even know if he'd be able to handle something like that. At 


least we could be together, he could still have me. 


No. That's selfish. It's fucking selfish. | keep catching myself thinking like this, it's hard to even believe it's me. 
Do | really have it in me to just do something like that, screw over so many people that are so important to 
me, people that are so important to him, just break hearts and fucking destroy everyone between us, just so | 
could have him to myself? | didn't think | could be this cold | never knew | could even think about doing 
something like that. God damn it, | know what that would do to him, he wouldn't want me after that anyway. 


Then on the other side of the spectrum, | could just leave Duff, like its just some fling. Leave Duff. just fucking 
leave him. | can't even comprehend that..oh, God. love him so much..and I've already hurt him so much. I'd 
break his heart that way, too. But this way would be just straight out ripping his heart from his chest. | could 
never do that. And not just because of what it would do to him, either. | would just go down that dark spiral 
again. He pulled me out the last time it happened, and if he weren't there, the pain would just repeat itself, just 
this time, it would go on till | fucking died, just like everyone who doesn't know me has always expected. 


| can feel the tears pressing against my eyes. They burn, like fire. | blink, and | can feel those familiar drops 
streaming down my cheeks. 


"Duff..l'm sorry..God..| just." | stammer. | can't even form a sentence. l'm a mess, such a mess. | shudder, then 
y J 


feel a sharp pain ripping right through my chest. | wince, gritting my teeth together, the agony subsiding so 
slow it feels like torture. 


| feel his hands on me, one on my shoulder, the other on my abdomen, his touch comforting. | look up into 


those shining emerald eyes, and the pain goes. 
"Damn it, Scott..are you okay? Y-you need me to get someone?" he asks. | can see the genuine fear in his eyes. 


"No..l feel better, pain just kinda..came and went, that's all," | reply. | notice a small smile creep onto his face. He 
runs his finger sweetly across my cheek, leading it down my chin | can't help but sigh. All the darkness that 
had filled my head fades away, the thick black fog that seemed to be clouding my thoughts dissipating. | just 


keep looking into his emerald eyes. | can see the hurt he's hiding, | can read it on him like a page out of a book. 


"Duff..l just..God, | feel so guilty..'m so sorry.." | say. | can't apologize enough. It's just what he said, those 
words rang out through my head over and over. ..| thought | watched you die, Scott.. | can barely take it. | feel 
him hold my hand tighter. "I'm just so--" 


He leans down, pressing his lips against mine gently. | can feel his lips tremble, maneuvering himself so he 
doesn't put any weight on my chest. The pain just melts away, both emotional and physical. | just feel so good. 
Just the familiar warmth of his lips on mine..why would | ever want to do something like that when I've got 


someone like Duff to turn to for comfort... 


| grab at his shirt as he pulls away, knowing my eyes are begging for more. He smirks a little, slowly returning 
to his chair, just watching me, a soft, loving glow radiating from his eyes. Jesus, he almost looks as happy as 


he did before we were even in this mess. | watch as he glances over toward the door. 
"Hey..Scott?" he asks softly. | look up at his face, trying to read what he'll say next. | can't help but admire 


those chiseled features, the soft smile dancing across his silky smooth lips. Fuck, | really gotta stop zoning out 


like that..but | just can't help myself. 
"You mind if | go stretch my legs for a little while?" he asks. 

"Oh, nogo ‘head 

| watch him slowly stand, look over at the door, then lean down and kiss my forehead. Mmm, feels so good. Why 
did | tell him he could go? | just want him to stay here, just hold me in those strong arms..There | go again 


Damn, | just can't help myself.. 


"Love ya," he whispers gently, starting to turn around and walk toward the door. But there's still something 
weighing heavily on my heart. 


"Hey, Duff, wait a sec," | call. He stops when he reaches the door, turned his head and looking back, brushing a 
few strands of that silky blonde hair out of his face with his right hand. He raises a brunette eyebrow, a reply 


in his own fashion. 


"Please don't worry about me," | say. At first, he looks surprised, but | watch something flicker in his eyes, just 
as he takes his first step out of the door. 


"That doesn't mean | won't, Scott..." 


Part 7 
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| can't stop thinking about what Duff said. | almost hate it when he uses what | say in his own way, but it's 
just so sweet when he does. Sometimes he'll say something, he'll just seem so light-hearted, like he's got no 
problems at all. There's a certain light in his eyes | can see, just so rejuvenating for me. | don't know if anyone 
else can even notice it, maybe it's just me. But still, it just pulls me out of whatever darkness is all around me 


at the time, and | really don't know why. 


| inhale slowly through my nose, looking around the room. Fuck, | wish there was something different. But it's all 
the same, all that white paint, all that shiny tile. There are some flowers in a vase of water on the table at the 
other end of the room, an arrangement of sunny yellow and fiery red orange. | hardly even wonder who sent 
those. | know it wasn't one of the guys. They don't do that, they just come and tell me they want me to get 
better soon, and they support me every step of the way. 


I's only the people who don't know me, who don't really care what happens to me. They just do that to seem 
rice, really though, they're bastards. It's always the executive type, they need to seem like they're caring, 
cause everyone says they're not. They wanna seem like great people, but everyone's right. They're just one, 
giant pain in my ass. I'd much rather have my friends and family around me, not some stupid little gift from 


someone who doesn't care, anyway. 


| reach my hand up to my chest, hesitating for a moment, then gently running my hand across my bandages. 
Jesus, | thought there would be more. | really don't even know why, | guess | just expected to have a giant hole 
in my chest, the way it hurt. Then | think of what Matt said. Holy fuck, | could've easily killed myself. If that 
had happened, all my problems would be over. Shit. How does somebody fuck up their own suicide. | know I'm a 


damn failure, but | couldn't even get the gun an inch or so to the side? It would've been so easy if | wouldve 


just died right there.. 


But damn, my friends, my family, my wife. Jesus, what would they have thought? It would've crushed Duff. just 
crushed him. How could | even think about doing that to him? And Mary, fuck, | thought I'd never see her again, 


and as soon as | wake up.. 


I've been through this a thousand times. A thousand mother fucking times. And | still couldn't come up with a 
good reason for why | did this. There were a lot of reasons, but again, none are a real reason And it was all 
really in preparation. Someone would ask me why | did it, someone | really care about. But | still don't have 
anything | can tell them. Especially if Duff asks me for a reason. God, | know I'll always have him, but | decided 
to try it anyway, | tried to fucking shoot myself like he didn't matter to me. Jesus, | could see how much it 
hurt him. And what could | possibly tell him? As terrible as things could be for me, | know he'll be there to 


comfort me. | couldn't stop thinking about him, that's why | couldn't do it, that's why | had to pull the gun out 
of my mouth. The heroin was the only way to get his sweet voice out of my head, the only way | could even 
try to stop thinking about him. He's the reason | couldn't do myself in, but would he even believe that? 


| just want to hold him, | just want to tell him how sorry | am, how much | didn't mean to hurt him, how much 
| love him. I've already told him so many times, but it doesn’t seem like it's enough. | feel so guilty for all that 
I'm doing to him, its tearing at me more then any bullet could All| can seem to remember of him from that 
day was the terrified look on his face, just the fear that dripped from him. | can't even imagine what it must've 
been like for him..God, | just want him back here where l'm able to comfort him. Fuck, | hate being confined like 


this. | just want to be with him, | have to get out of this room. 


| grit my teeth together. Groaning a little, | push my hands into the mattress, wincing in pain as | push myself 
up to where I'm sitting up. Fuck, | thought it would hurt a whole hell of a lot more than this. Maybe they have 


me loaded up with morphine or something? No, I'd be on cloud rine if | was, really fucking loopy. 
| need my arms to support myself still, taking deep breathes. 


"That wasn't so hard.." | mutter, glancing over at the floor. It seems so far away, miles away. There's no way in 
hell | could get to the floor. | can feel myself falling even before | move my feet. I'm still trapped, damn it. Well, 
maybe my legs just feel weak from not moving them in so long. 


| wrench my eyes shut, biting my lip, | slowly swing one leg over to the side of the bed, then the other. There, 
that wasn't so hard, was it? | look down at my hand, the IV still taped down Mother fucker, | really am trapped. 
| wiggle my toes a little, and a sharp tingling feeling rushes up from ther, all the way to my calves. For fuck's 

sake, is everything against me? My own body event! 


| can't even reach my toes out to touch that tile floor. Something just keeps me from it. God, can't someone 
just come and get me? Duff, | want Duff here..anything could happen, | know it, and that's still all I'd want. I'd 


just want him to show up, again, like my knight in shining armor, just rescue me, hold me, hold me in his arms. 


Christ, that would seem so pathetic if | said it out loud. I'd probably sound like a goddamn woman. | shut my 
eyes in concentration, then try and sit up with only one arm supporting me, shifting from side to side, trying to 
find a comfortable position 


"Scott, what the hell are you doing?!" 


| look up, and | see Slash in the doorway. He looks surprised that I'm even able to sit up. But he looks worried, 
too. Shit, can't | do anything without someone worrying over me? | start pulling my legs back onto the bed as 


he walks over. 


"What are you doing, man? Are you sure you're even okay?" he asks, putting a hand on my shoulder. | just look 
at him blandly, slowly pulling my other leg onto the mattress, still sitting up. He takes a seat in the chair Duff 


had been sitting in, a small smirk on his face. 


"| guess you're feel a bit better then, huh?" he asks. All | do is let a small smirk cross my face. 


"Yeah, | guess so," | reply softly. "You have any idea what pain killer they got me on? It's working like a miracle 
drug." Course, nobody can prescribe my miracle drug. All | need is Duff to put those comforting arms around 


me like he always does, that would make me feel so much better. Fuck, | need him so much... 
"| don't know, man," Slash replies, "Maybe you're just starting to heal." | look over at him. 
"Really? Already you think?" | ask. Fuck, wait a second, how long have | been here again? 


"Well, you've been here for about a week." he replies, like he read my thoughts. | think for a moment. | never 
really thought about it before, but | guess it assumed it would take a little longer to start recovery. Hell, 
maybe there was no major damage done. All | really heard was that there could have been some serious injury, 
not that there was any. Maybe | was okay..l really need to talk to one of the damn people who are taking care 


of me, | guess.. 


| quickly pull myself from my thoughts. "It doesn't feel like I've been here that long.." | mutter under my 
breath. | can feel that warmth that radiates from Slash whenever he smiles. | look up, sure enough, there's a 


small smirk on his face. 


“That's cause you've been fucking asleep for more then half the time.." he replies, stifling a small laugh. | smirk 
a little, not so much at what he said, just the way he said it. He always seems so light-hearted about 
everything. The man never seems to worry, even when everything seems to be going to hell. That's gotta be 
one of my favorite things about him. He's so patient with everyone and everything. Even now, he doesn't seem 
angry at me at all. But now I'm getting those doubts again. Is the pain | inflicted just hiding under the surface? 


| feel my smile fade. "You're not..you're not pissed at me, are you?" | ask hesitantly. | can hardly believe the 
words that are coming out of my mouth. God, | have rarely seen him pissed at someone. Annoyed, sure. Of 
course there are things that annoy him. But | don't think I've ever seen him mad, at least how I'm worried he 


might be. 


Slash looks surprised. "No, dude. I'm not pissed at you, Scott." he says softly, compassionately. He puts his hand 
on mine, a caring smirk on his face. "I've been there too, buddy. I'm not gonna give you shit for something | 
almost did, man..." 


| wonder if he knows how comforting that is. Really, | mean..God, | almost thought everyone would just shake 
their heads at me this time. It feels so great to have people who are there for me whenever | fuck up for 
once, not just people gawking at me in the press. | just feel like | wanna give Slash a huge hug. He takes care of 
me like I'm his little brother. Fuck, what did | do to deserve a friend like that? Any of my friends, for that 


matter? 


"Everything's gonna work out just fine, man. We're all gonna help you out, | promise.” 


"Thanks, Slash.." | reply. | can't help but smile. He does the same, brushing a few of those wild curls out of his 
face. But his smile slowly fades, and he lets out a soft sigh. | hardly notice it, but there seems to be something 
weighing on his shoulders, | can just tell. What's going on with him? 


re you sure you're okay?" | ask softly. He raises an eyebrow. 
"A y you' kay?" | k ftly. H yeb 


"Yeah, yeah, everything's okay," he answers. But | can still hear that certain tone in his voice. | bite my lip. God, 
what is it this time? 


"IFs just Duff." he continues softly, "He's just.Fuck, | told him | wouldn't bring this up with you..” 
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| bite my tongue. Duff..ch, God..if Slash is worried, shit, something had to have happened. It takes a lot to get 
him worried. | almost feel dizzy from that thought. He's my rock, what the fuck would | do if he were gone? 
But wait, | don't even know what Slash is talking about, he could've stubbed his toe for all | know, and here | am 
writing his eulogy. 


"He..He's okay, right?" | stammer. He lets out a sigh, brushing his hair aside yet again. 


"Fuck, | knew | shouldn't have said anything." he replies, rubbing his forehead. "Duff's gonna be pissed at me for 
this." | just look at him, and | know there's a fiery concern in my eyes. 


"Point of no return, man.." | mutter, almost chuckling, trying to convince myself that everything's fine. "Might 


as well tell me..." 


He furrows his brow. "It's just..He called me down here first, and | just saw him..He had blood on him still..fuck, 
he just looked so freaked out..t was just so..fuck.." he says. God, Slash sounds like he was disturbed just by 
seeing Duff like that. I'm just the epicenter of this huge fucking mess. Shit, | never really realized how much 
pain | was inflicted until someone was telling me..! mean, Duff just keeps telling me not to worry about it, just to 


take care of myself..but God, I've done so much to him... 


"He was just so beside himself, I've never seen him like that..ever..and he's still so shaken up, fuck." he 
continues. | bite my lip. | almost wanna say something, but how do | even respond to something like that? Oh my 


God, | feel so terrible..this is probably why Duff didn't want Slash to say anything.. 


"Fuck, he was crying." he continued. Jesus, there's more? Slash shuts his eyes for a moment, exhaling through 
his nose. "God, I'm almost worried about him..| mean, he was just so..and what he said." | crook an eyebrow. 


"What'd Duff say? Slash..you gotta tell me.." | plead. Fuck, fuck, fuck..there's this sharp pain of guilt in the pit of 
my stomach..| almost don't wanna know. | want to see Duff. | need to see him, damn it. All | know | can do is tell 
him how sorry | am..tell him how much | love him. just need to hold him in my arms for once, be the one 
doing the comforting, the reassuring, for once. | was actually starting to believe that he was telling the truth 
when he told me he was fine. Damn it, | saw the look on his face when he found me, the look on his face when | 
woke up, | heard that pain in his voice, the pain | put there, and God damn it, | believed him when he said he 


was fine. 


| rip myself out of my thoughts. Slash looks hesitant. | know he doesn't wanna say what Duff told him, | know 
he doesn't want to go behind his best friend's back, but there's a certain look on his face. He wants to tell me, | 
can sense it. | almost don't want him to betray Duff, either..but now | have to know. This'll eat at me, | know it 


will. | feel so awful, damn it..| never thought I'd want to go behind Duff's back.but maybe it's not that serious.. 


"Fuck, Scott. almost don't wanna tell you this..he sounded so..fuck, | mean.he just kept saying you couldn't die, 
he wouldn't know what to do with himself..how much loves you, for God's sake.." he says, the hesitation in his 
voice almost palpable. My throat goes dry, and my eyes widen | can't believe it. Fuck He told someone. Oh my 
God..God, what am | gonna do? Do | act surprised? Should | just do the ‘old oblivious’ trick..or should | fucking go 
with it, just throw that weight off my chest.! cant even form the words. What in hell would | say? ‘Oh, yeah, 
me n' him have been fucking for the past few months. Son of a bitch, what am | supposed to do? Maybe | 
could just drift off again, that's been useful. God, | need out of this bad dream.. 


"And y'know, man, we all do..| guess we never really took the time to mention it.." he continues. | immediately 
start counting my stars, thanking Lady Luck, just thanking any fucking force that could've made things play out 
like this. Slash must've just thought he meant like a brother or something. | let out a silent sigh. Thank God. 
Thank fucking God. That was one hell of a bullet to dodge, to close for comfort. But | don't know if | should say 
anything about it to Duff. | mean, he didn't want Slash mentioning this to anyone..Maybe he didn't know Slash 
had taken it the wrong way. God, he needed to know that. It would fucking rip him apart if he thought our 


secret was out. 


Our secret. Fuck, | never thought I'd ever, ever be in a situation like this. Never thought I'd have a ‘little 
secret’. Never thought I'd cheat on my wife. Never thought I'd cheat on my wife with my best friend, either. 


Now | can't imagine my life before... 


| feel Slash's hand on mine, dragging me out of my monologue. "Scott," he starts, "If there's anything any of can 


do..." 


| shake my head a little. "No, man, don't worry about it, don't worry about it.." Fuck, I'm not keeping anyone 
away from their lives after this. Everyone making sure l'm okay, losing sleep, coming to see me, it's just fucking 


everything up..everything. 
"You sure?" 


| look up. There's a little bit of a smirk on his face, so reassuring. "Yeah, just dont worry about it.." | answer. | 
can't bear to take anything more from my friends. My friends. Fuck, | haven't been able to say that about 
people in so long, feels like an eternity. They haven't fucked me over, | doubt they will. They saved my life the 
first time, got me clean, fixed me up, now they're doing it all over again. I'm not going to rob them of any more 


of their real lives, not this time. 


I'm about to say something more, when the resonating clunk of a few footsteps at the door catches my 
attention We both look up, staring at the nurse in the door for a moment. Slash starts to scoot out of his 
chair a little, getting the vibe that he should be going soon. 


A small smile on her face, she walks quickly to my bedside, the side opposite Slash. 


"So, how are you today?" she asks. She adjusts her blonde hair, directing her smile at Slash for a second. | think, 
not really wanting to talk. | just examine her for a moment, trying to pull together the words to speak. Light 
blue scrubs, dull eyes to match, nothing interesting about her, really. So plain-Jane..I'm sure if | talk to her she 
won't be so bad, but | don't want to. | just want her out. | just want to see the people who care about me. 


‘I'm feeling..okay, | guess." | mutter. | know the annoyance in my tone is easy to hear. | really don't care, either. 


Fuck, what happened to my mood? She gives a slight nod, putting a hand on Slash's shoulder. 
"Hey, I'm sorry, but I'm going to have to ask you to go for a bit. That okay?" she asks. He nods, quickly standing. 


"Ill see you later, okay Scott?" he asks. | give a slight nod. He cracks a little bit of a smile, then turns to leave. | 
just look up at the ceiling once he exits. | just want to be alone, now. Just sleep, at least | won't have to fucking 


think of what I'm gonna do next. | look up at the nurse next to me, wishing that she would just leave. 
"You're not having any sharp pains, right?" she asks. | just shake my head a little. 


"Just a little sore..that's all." | reply softly. God, | just wanna get this over with..| watch her set a metallic steel 
case on the side table, assuming that she had brought it with her. She opens it, snaps a latex glove on, pulled a 
small bottle and a cotton ball. Mmm, maybe if | just imagine that it's Duff again, just taking care of me... 


She sets her new supplies down, reaching forward and starting to peel away the bandage over my stitches. | 
watch her carefully as she pops the top of the bottle, drips some of its contents onto the cotton My eyes 
begin to wander, tracing across the bland walls that I've come to know so well. | feel that familiar, cold stinging 


of whatever stupid chemical she was cleaning my stitches off with. 
| wince a little, glaring over at her. 


"What the hell is that?" | grumble, knowing there's a little bit of a snarl on my lips. Maybe | can scare her 


away or something... 


"Antibiotic. Why do you ask? Too harsh?" she replies. Fuck, | hate it when people answer a question with a 
question. Especially when | don't want to continue the conversation. | bite my lip a little, not wanting to say 
anything. Just go away, damn it... 


"No, no, its fine." | murmur back. | glance over at her, and our eyes meet for a few seconds. She smiles a bit, 
tossing the cotton into one of those bright orange biohazard bags. The fuckin’ color starts giving me a 
headache, so goddamn bright..Guess all | can do is stare at her till she's done. | watch her overworked hands 
ready a fresh bandage. 


She looks up, eyeing my chest, | guess she's just trying to figure out the best placement. "You know," she 


starts, placing a bit of gauze over the stitches, "You're really lucky. Another inch or so different with your 
shot, and you probably wouldn't be here right now." 


| give her a fleeting look, a slight nod. She places the medium-sized square down, securing one edge with white 
tape. She quickly does another edge, then as she tears a third strip, she runs her free thumb across the little 


red mark on my shoulder. 


‘I've been wondering," she says, her face quizzical, "How you got this..." 
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| bite my lip a little. Why the fuck does she even care? Nosy little bitch, just finish with the damn bandages... 


Shit, when did | get so moody? "I dunno.." | respond quietly, "Maybe it's from when | fell..?" I've only ever been 
able to come up with half-assed excuses..'m never fucking believable when | lie. But all | can do is hope that 


she's dumb enough to believe me. Hell, she's working in a hospital, how stupid can she be? 


"| can't remember.." | continue. | muffle my voice a little, maybe I'll be believable that way. Fuck, who cares, 
anyway? What would her assumptions amount to? Who cares what little conversations she has with another 
one of her stupid girlfriends on the phone..My thoughts begin to wander again, thousands of thoughts running 
through my head at once. | just wanna make it stop, but | can't stop thinking about everyone that I've hurt.. 
Mary, Duff, Slash even seems worried..shit, he's never worried. feel like I've hurt so many people..! know | 
have.. clench my eyes shut for a moment, just trying to calm myself down. God, what | wouldn't give to just go 
back in time, undo everything I've fucked up... 


"Hey, are you alright?" she asks, finally finishing up with that stupid bandage. | open my eyes, glance over at 
her, then give a weak nod. She flashes me a warm smile, its almost comforting. Guess she means well. maybe 
she's not the airhead | figured she was at first. 


"You have a heck of a will, you know that? You're just healing so fast, and you haven't had any major problems, 
either, it's really amazing." she beams. What..trying to flatter me? Hell, who cares, its just good news anyway, 
All it means is that | can get of this bland, completely sanitary prison The way being here makes me feel, they 
might as well have me chained down. The thought of freedom is just exhilarating..fuck, | can just start getting 


things back to normal. 


"So, at the rate your recovering you can be discharged soon, in a couple of days, if you're lucky," she says. | 
could probably leave now if | argued enough with the doctors. Fuck, | just don't have it in me..There's already 
enough shit weighing on me, | don't think | can take it much longer. All | wanna do is make amends with all the 


people I've hurt, | just don't know how... 


They all keep telling me that I've done nothing wrong, that everything's okay. For fuck's sake, do they really 
think l'll believe that | haven't done anything? God, every time | let my thoughts go anywhere, this is where 
they drag me. And | can just see that terrified look in Duffs eyes, that emptiness in his voice. | know that's my 
fault, it's my fucking fault that radiance that drew me to him in the first place is gone. At least the last time | 


saw him he seemed to almost be that same light-hearted self. Almost. 


Just that hollow tone | could hear in his voice, so hard to notice but so obviously there. | just want to hold him, 
just make everything better..but | don't even know how.. 


"Hey..are you alright? You've been staring into space for a bit..." 
| look back up. That nurse is right, | really did zone out there. 


"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine..don't worry.." | answer weakly. | get a small smirk from her, a reassuring glimmer of hope 
in my sterile, shining tile prison. She gives a quick nod, collects the supplies she brought along, then stands. 
Another smile, then she turns and starts toward the door. | glance away as | hear her exit the door, studying 
the walls for the millionth time. Not even studying, really, just staring. 


At least there's one person | haven't hurt..That's a nice feeling. Someone | haven't pissed off yet. She's still got 
a reason to be nice. Everyone else, fuck, they just take care of me. | don't deserve this type of caring from 
anyone. God, if that nurse knew me, she wouldn't have been so polite. She should've been glaring at me, she 
should've been rude and cold. They all should be. Everyone in my life, they should all be treating me like dirt. 
But they're all such good people, they all treat me so well. 


It almost makes me feel guilty. | feel like I'm taking advantage of them, just milking them for all they're worth. 
And then | pulled this fucking stunt..it was like spitting in the faces of everyone | cared about, then laughing at 
all they had done to help me. Just throwing it all away. And they still fucking care about me. Saints. My friends 


are goddamn saints, and they're all taking care of me like some poor little orphan they found on the street. 


But | know I've been taking advantage of Duff more then any of them. | fucking hate what I've done to him.| see 
him all the time, he's been haunting my dreams. | just see him looking down at me, those scared tears in his 
eyes. | can hear him telling me to hold on, all that fear in his voice. I've never seen him scared, I've never seen 
him ready to cry. | can't believe it, | did that to him, I'm putting him in that pain. | love him so much, but | hurt 


him... 
And | only thought | would be making things better by ripping myself right out of the world.. 


| hear a light rapping on the inside of the door frame. | glance back up, and its her again, a sheepish little half- 


smile on her face. Christ, what now? 


"Hey, you have a visitor, you up to it?" she asks gently. | go over a list of people it could be. | don't know..fuck, | 
just don't know, | might just end up like an emotional puddle. 


"Do you know who it is?" | ask blandly. She starts to shake her head a little, then peers back out the door. 


"Uh, tall, blonde, hair to about..here.." she says, indicating her shoulder. Mmm, she has to mean Duff. He said 
that he would be back, but | didn't think he would be so soon He just said that he was going to stretch his legs, 


but | almost assumed that he would go home for a bit, at least get some sleep. | don't even know why | would 


assume he would leave, | just did. 


"Yeah, yeah, let him in." | reply. She flashes yet another small smile, gives a positive answer, then disappears 
out the door. | let my head roll back on the pillow, just letting out a gentle sigh. | hear the clunk of a few heavy 
footsteps, and | look up. 


Duff shuts the door behind him, then keeps walking, sitting back down in the chair that seemed to have rotating 
occupants. He beams happily, a gleam in his eyes. Fuck, he really seems to be in high spirits for the first time 


since I've been in this dreadful goddamn place. 


"How are ya?" he asks lightly. | smirk up at him, just glad to see him. But | can just sense the aching in his 
heart, it shows through in his voice, even still. It's my fault. He wouldn't be hurting this way if it wasn't for me. 
But he still seems so contented now. Maybe we can just hold onto this sweet bliss for a little bit, even if its 
only temporary. 


| look up, staring at those glimmering green eyes of his. "I'm still good." | reply, smiling. | just can't help but get 
lost in his gaze, its so beautiful, entrancing. Duff reaches a hand over, stroking the side of my face. He doesn't 
even say anything, just gives me that same soft smile. It's just so comforting, its amazing. His hand runs its 
way down my arm, taking my hand in his. 


"Excellent..maybe they really will let you out soon, then," he says. A smirk crosses his face. "I think they said 
tomorrow, if you're in good enough shape. And it looks like you will be, too..” His expression is so soft, but | can 
literally feel warmth radiating from him. It's so different from the last time | saw him, it's so hard to believe 
its been such a short while. God, | don't understand it, is he happy that l'm recovering so well? | put him 
through so much hell.. 


| feel those warm lips on mine, and it brings me back to the real world immediately. | look up as he pulls away, 


a soft smile on his face. 


"Fuck..its almost hard to believe you're alright." he says softly. l'm just so glad he doesn't seem as hollow as 
before..the life is back in him. But maybe it's just a guise, maybe he's forcing himself so he won't worry me. | 
force myself to exhale, just trying to relax. | just can't help but blame myself. Oh, Duff, why are you putting 
yourself through this nightmare? You can just leave me here, right now, and | wouldn't be able to find any 


reason to blame you. But you don't. 


"Scott, you okay?" he asks, squeezing my hand. | look up at him and give a nod, feeling his thumb stroke across 
my knuckles. There are still slight scabs there, | know l'm fucking blushing just thinking back. God, what | 
wouldn't give to just be in his arms right now, just like then. Just to be in his arms again, just to have him 


place those gentle kisses wherever he wants, make me feel so good, like there's no one else in the world but us. 


| squeeze his hand back, smirking up a little at him. "Duff.." | say, trailing off. It just feels so good to hear his 
name rolling of my tongue. It feels so good to feel him there, sitting next to me. | just get this extreme high 


when I'm with him..all the pain I've ever felt melts away in an instant. If I'd had found him sooner..fuck, | 


would've never needed any smack at all. Just him. Everything else | could ever use to get loaded pales in 


comparison. 
| missed you," | continue. He smiles. 


| missed you too.." he replies. Such an angel, he's just amazing. He just gazes down at me, lifts my hand up to 
his lips, placing a few tender kisses on my knuckles. | watch those green eyes fall down, examining my hand. He 
doesn't say anything, but the smallest of devilish smirks crosses his face. | know exactly what he's thinking, too. 


| can read him like a book sometimes. 


| give a little smirk, just watching as he takes tip of my index finger to his lips. Such a great feeling, | can 
hardly stand it. He rolls his tongue out gently, God, does he have to torture me like this? But it is such a sweet 
pain, | just want him closer. | push my hand up, stroking his hair gently. 


"What are you trying to do to me?" | whisper, a small smirk forming on my lips. The slightest blush creeps 
across he cheek as he takes my hand in his once again He smiles a little, and, Christ, there should be just a 
radiant glow around him..Fuck, | can't stand it, the look in his eyes, it's just so full of love and compassion. Its so 
soothingly, there's hardly anyone who looks at me like that..! can just feel the pain that's been building up 


melting away. 


He leans down slowly, placing another soft kiss on my lips. | shut my eyes, | feel like I'm drifting away from 
reality. What | wouldn't give to just be close to him, it feels like its been so long since we had any contact. | feel 
like I've been in solitary confinement for years, now l'm free, I'm with Duff, just where | want to be.. 


| hear his cell phone go off, and he pulls away, reaching down and fumbling through his pockets for it. 


"Aren't you supposed to turn that off in hospitals?" | ask, slightly annoyed. Whoever it is, | don't really care, 


they're ruining my moment. 


"I forgot, no biggie." he answers, a stifled chuckle working its way into the end of the statement. He finally pulls 
the phone out, then looks down at the screen, examining the number. His smile begins to fade, but just slightly. 
He looks back at me, forcing a smirk as the phone rings again. 


"Hey, you mind if | get this? It's Susan! can tell her to call back if you want," he says. Of course | want him to 
ignore her, how could he expect me to want anything other then to have him to myself? But | could hear it in 
his tone when he asked, | can just tell he wants to talk to her. It's almost hard to remember how much he 


loves her, too. Its just when we're close like this, | almost forget that we've got people between us... 


"I's okay, go ‘head," | answer. It's not like | can just tell him to hang up, even as much as | want to. He smiles, 
flipping the phone open and stroking my hair at once. He answers, still looking down at me, then stands. He 
motions his head over to the door, greeting Susan on the other line. He starts by taking a few steps back, not 
stopping until he's standing in the door frame, though he's not far enough away for me not to hear everything 
he says. 


Fuck, why is this bothering me so much? Its just the casual way he reacted, like it doesn't matter to me. Why 
am | bitching about this? It's just..normal for us. We just have to act natural when other people are around, we 
just can't get caught. The whole thing just feels so awful every time | think about what other people would say, 
but then again, | just don't care. It's just shit | have to take. 


But | can still almost feel myself turning green from jealousy. | have to turn my head away from the door, | 
can't even look at him. He's speaking to her with that same love and affection he has when he talks to me, but 
he's not hiding it with her. God, what | wouldn't give for us to just be able to be out in the open, what | 


wouldn't give to have that same sort of relationship. 


How can | think that? I'm jealous of a woman who's goddamn husband can't even stay faithful. But, it's different 
then that, he's not a bad guy..its not malicious..its different from its appearance on the surface. If it were all 
cut-and-dry, he'd be a deadbeat. There's no way | could ever believe that, not since | really met him. Shit, l'm 
not making any sense. But | just can't find a good way to explain this to anyone..there's just no way. | get it now, 
things like this, they aren't just black and white. But how could | convince anyone else of that? 


Damn it, why can't | concentrate? Nothing bad will happen, its just too perfect for anything bad to happen 
between us. As | look back over at him, he's just saying goodbye, a happy smile on his face, a simple joy 
radiating from him. He lowers the phone from his face and hangs up, slipping the it back into his pocket. He 
looks over, still smiling, but its weak, half-hearted. 


"Hey..Scott.." he starts softly. "I gotta go home for a bit, okay?" His face is so pleading, he's using those puppy 
eyes. Fuck, he knows | can't deny him anything when he does that to me. | just look into those eyes, | dont want 


him to go, but, | just force a smile anyway. 


"Go, go." | murmur. | don't wanna think about him being gone, | just don't. | turn my head and look away, staring 


at nothing in particular. 
"Scott." he says softly, sitting back down once again. | look back, just as he leans forward and rests his chin on 
the mattress, just staring up at me. | crack a bit of a grin, and he returns it. He inches forward a little, placing 


a small kiss on my hand. 


"My girls are waitin’ on me, Scott." he continues. He's torn over where he wants to be, | can hear it in his 
voice. God, why can't he just stay with me? 


God damn it, I'm being selfish again. He needs to be with his family, he just needs to be. | want him here more 
then anything, but | know I'd drop everything to be with my kids, too. l'd do it in a heartbeat, so how can | 
blame him? 


"You're too stressed out here, anyway, Duff." | say. He just looks into my eyes for a moment. 


"Tharks..I'll be back as soon as | can be, okay?" 


He leans forward, pressing his lips on mine before | can even answer. God, such a warm kiss, so comforting. | 
feel his hand move across my torso, leaving the slightest tingling sensation. | feel so numb to all the pain, his 
mere touch always does this to me. Like morphine, only better. Fuck, if he thought this would be a decent 
goodbye, he's out of his mind. Now | just want to throw my arms around him, | want him right here, | just 


want him to do what he wants with me. 


Still fucking selfish. As he pulls away, | gaze longingly into his eyes. He reaches down, running his index finger 


down my cheek. 


I'll see you tomorrow, okay? I'll get here rice and early.." he whispers softly. | know he means it, but what | 

wouldn't give for him to stay with me, just hold my hand, comfort me for a moment longer. But | can feel it, 
he wants to go. | look away and let out a stifled sigh. | don't want him to know how much | don't want him to 
leave, it's not like lim trying to make him feel guilty or anything. 


"Hey..look at me.." he pleads. | can't help but comply. And, fuck, as soon as | do, he leans forward and puts 
another one of those addictive kisses on my lips. At first we're hardly touching, he seems so hesitant. He only 
presses against me a little, but there's just so much emotion displayed, its unfathomable. Such a blissful 


moment, | hate it when he separates himself again 


But we're still so close, | can feel his breath on me as he trails the kisses across my jaw, not stopping until he 


gets to my ear. 
"You know | how much | love you, right?" His voice is hardly above a whisper. 


Those words echo through my mind for a moment or two. "Of course | do.." A grin slowly spreads across his 


face. 


"Good." he says, giving my hand a good squeeze. He pushes himself up from his seat, the smile fading. "I'l see 
you tomorrow..and get some sleep, too, you look really fuckin tired." | force an awkward smile, but l'm just 
want to beg him to stay. | trying to hide it, but | still know its obvious. | can't help bu thinking | dragging him 
through some big guilt trip... 


He starts backing toward the door, tapping the fingers of one hand against his leg. He stops and reaches for the 


door knob, eyes darting down for a moment. 
"Take care of yourself, okay?" 


| just give a nod, then watch as he slowly exits, his gaze never leaving mine. With some hesitation, he closes the 
door behind himself. God, as soon as he does it, the numbness | get..its all gone in an instant. | can't stand it, | 
just start..thinking about everything again. The world is back, and its driving me fucking nuts, all in one second. 
Gritting my teeth together, | roll my head back on the pillow, shutting my eyes as tight as | can 


As soon as | close my eyes, | feel so weak. | can already feel the sensation of sleep washing over me. Christ, | 
guess | really am tired..Maybe if | just picture him in my mind, imagine the feel of his hands, maybe | can just.. 
drift off.. 


Part 10 
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| wake up to the pangs of a headache, stiff legs, | feel like a wreck | even still have that sour taste you get in 
your mouth when you're sleeping, too. I've been stationary for so long, | must be wasting away even more. | 


hear the door creak open, and finally open my eyes and look up. 


I's that nurse again. She peers in, and her eyes fall on me. When she sees that I'm awake, slight smile creeps 


onto her face. 


"Hey, did ya sleep okay?" she asks, walking forward. There's a part of me that wants to be just left alone to 
drown in my own self-pity, but there's another part that crying out for human contact, even if it means with 


her. 


"Okay. guess." | stutter out. | have a hard time choking out the words, of course | have no idea why. | was 
half-expecting Duff to be by my side, he said he'd be here early. How pathetic am |? Like he'll just keep 
dropping everything so he can be here with me. | had no idea before all of this, God, this whole thing has just 
made me love him more then | ever did before. | always thought he'd be there for me, but never like this. 
Never in my wildest dreams.. 


"So, you happy?" she asks, peering down at the chart hanging at my feet. | cock an eyebrow. 


"Uh..why..what the hell are you talking about?" | stammer. Honestly, what goes on in that head of hers? She's 
not getting me confused with someone else, is she? What have | got to be happy for? | just watch as she looks 


back up, that same smile reemerging onto her features. 


"Remember..you get to go home today?" she asks. Shit, there's no way. | had a bullet in my chest, what, a week 
ago, and now | get to go home? 


"| thought you were exaggerating when you said that.." | say, just noticing the amazed sound of my voice. God, 
home..such a distant memory. Sure, I've toured longer, but I've always been occupied on tour. Here, l'm just 
fucking lying here, staring at a goddamn wall. Yeah, sure, | get visits for an hour or so, but then it's back to 


that same emptiness, just memorizing every bland, sterile detail of this prison. 


"| don't exaggerate when it comes to things like this. Besides, you've been making a great recovery. And you're 
friend is filling out your discharge papers, so when he's done, you can go," she answers curtly. Wow, | can't 
believe it. She was..serious? Christ, | just wanna jump up and run as fast as | can till | get out of here..l just 


wanna get out of here.. 


"Wait..friend?" | ask, thinking it at the same time. She nods. 


"Yeah, the blonde guy that came to see you yesterday. He got here about a half an hour ago..want me to tell 
him you're up?" she asks. Fuck, | wanna see him so bad, I'm just so desperate to have him close to me, what | 


wouldn't give to just have him watching over me. 


‘Oh..yeah, please.." | say softly. | don't even think | can stand another fucking minute without seeing him. | need 
to feel him next to me, just holding my hand. Shit, | get so lost in my own little world when | think of him, this 
time's no exception | don't even realize she's going to get him until | hear the door shut. Here | am, my life's a 
goddamn mess, and l'm daydreaming about some guy. | might as well be a teenage girl scribbling little names in 


hearts all over a notebook instead of paying attention in class.. 


Christ, those are the kind of thoughts | start to get when l'm cooped up for so long..its too extreme to even 
call it cabin fever. | let out a loud sigh, shutting my eyes. Only a little while left to be in this hell, one more 
notch on the wall, and then | can start fixing my life. 


l'm nodding off again? How can someone be this exhausted without even doing anything for the past week.| 
forcefully open my eyes, trying to find something to focus on, anything. | don't care, | just want to see Duff as 
soon he walks in the room, and | don't wanna miss him. | just want to get out of here as soon as | can, I'm not 
getting another mother fucking second of sleep until | do. | reach my hand out, rubbing the gunk out of the 
corners of my eyes. God, what | wouldn't give to just clean myself up a bit, just get the feeling of helplessness 
off as best | can. 


Releasing another sigh, | hear a faint knocking on the doorframe. | open my eyes as quickly as | can, my eyes 


darting across the room. But instead of Duff standing in the doorway, it's Slash. 


"How are ya, man?" he asks cheerfully, already making his way toward me. | can't help but smirk as he takes 
the chair at my bedside and spins it around, sitting on it backwards with his legs swung around. He always 
cheers me up, he doesn't even have to do anything. It's just the positive atmosphere that comes with him 


whenever he enters a room, God, | wish | had that. 


I'm doin’ pretty good," | answer. Fuck, this is the first time in a long while I've been able say that truthfully, 
and it feels so good. | feel like things are finally going to be good, and stay good. But who the hell am | kidding? 
Every time my life seems to straighten out again, something comes and smashes it back into pieces before the 


glue is even dry, and it's always my own fault. 


This time has to be different. It just has to be. I've got so many people I'd be letting down if | fucked things up. 
I've already hurt them, but they just don't care, they're still all at my side. But next time, if there is a next 
time, who knows what will happen. They might just wise up and not feel like putting up with all this bullshit if | 
pull something like this again. Fuck, these are the best people I've had in my life in so long, it's been years, so 
many years. And the ones | care about most, I've gone and fucking hurt them all so much. | try every time, | 


try so hard to just not screw everything up, but | always do. 


God damn it! What is wrong with me? I'm just locked in this perpetual spiral, always hurting the people | love, 
then wallowing in self-pity over it. Then every time, no exceptions, that self-pity turns into a desire to make 
my last exit, it always makes me wanna start sliding back down the slope, hoping everyone will just forget about 


me and let me rot away in some hole, even | could care less what happens after that. 
Its just such an endless circle, its all just a chain | want nothing more then to break. 
"Scott..you there buddy?" 


That really snaps me out of my trance. Shit, its like | forgot Slash was even here. | guess | just decided to run 
off on another one of my personal monologues again, just leave the real world for a bit while | dwell over my 
feelings even more. It's like letting a wound fester, it doesn't do any good, only inflames things even more to the 
point of calamity. 


"Yeah, yeah, sorry man. | was just..thinking..didn't mean to fade..." 


| almost wish that wasn't the truth of the matter. | can't help but think, | can't help but get lost in my own 
mind. All the time, its like I'm there, but I'm not really there. 


It's okay, | know the feeling, get too caught up in your train of thought." he replies slowly, "And ya just kinda 


disappear for a sec." 


| give a weak nod in response, trying not to let my disappointment in his presence show. Sure, its great to have 
him here, he's a good friend, but what | wouldn't give to have Duff at my side, just holding my hand. Even the 


sight of him would make me feel so much better, to hear him say hello would be invigorating. 


Slash looks like he's preparing to say something, just as we both notice the sound of heavy footsteps just 
outside the door. As we both look up, Duff steps into the room, a soft, friendly smirk on his face. We make 
brief eye contact, God how | long for more, but it's still enough to tide me over, just for a little bit, anyway. 
And just as he starts to step forward into the room, | notice the slight dissatisfaction on his face as Slash 
greets him. He forces a smile, but | can still it in his eyes. | guess he wanted to be alone with me as much | did 


with him. 


"Hey, Scott, Slash," he says gently. Its just such a comfort to have him here, just to hear that silky voice and 
see the way his eyes glimmer when they're hit a certain way by the light, its just such a refreshing feeling. 


Just to know he's here, its so reassuring... 
He gives me another passing glance, it wouldn't mean anything to some, but | can see that underlying love, that 
part of him that's wishing that Slash weren't here just as much as | am. God, what | wouldn't give to have 


those lips on mine, strong arms wrapped around me... 


For fuck's sake, why can't | stay focused on one thing anymore? 


Slash starts to tip his chair, looking ready to say something, and that same nurse makes her return. Slash and 
Duff both glance at her, but don't really say anything. They just sort of acknowledge her, trying not to get in 


her way. 


"Still feeling okay?" she asks, pulling a chair over toward the other side of the bed. | give a slight nod, a 

murmured yes, but little more. | hardly pay attention to her, | just look longingly over at Duff, and fuck, | could 
care less if anyone noticed at this point. God, to have him this close and to not be able to tell him anything on 
my mind, to kiss him, hold him, nothing..its torture. | hate being allowed to look and not touch, | always have. It 


just makes me yearn for it so much more.. 

| cringe a little as she slowly peels the tape off of my hand. 
‘Oh, I'm sorry..! didn't hurt ya, did 1?" she inquires. 

"Nah, don't worry about it..no harm done.." | answer. 


She nods, a half-smile on her lips. | glance over at her, just long enough to see her hand move toward the 
needle in mine. | turn my head completely, biting my tongue. | notice the concerned grimace on Slash's face out 
of the corner or my eye. I've made everyone around me so miserable..fuck, is that the only thing | can think 
about? God, if | could just get my mind on something else for once, then maybe things wouldn't be so shitty.. 


| wince again when | feel the nurse slowly pull the needle out from my skin. Its not that it hurts, there's not 
even a slight pinch, its just that | know the feeling so well. It's almost pathetic, I've shot up so many times | 
know exactly what it feels like when you pull that needle out. It's just a sick reminder at this point, reminding 
me of the biggest fuck up of my life. It hurts so bad to think about it, hurts so bad I'd rather feel the pain of 
a hot bullet going through my chest again. 


As the nurse tapes a piece of cotton down over it, | search the room with my eyes. In an instant | catch Duff's 
eye. Our gazes lock, he's got that same ache in his eyes that l'm feeling. God, | only wish | didn't have to wait at 
all to be close to him. just to have those arms around me, hear him whisper those same, comforting words into 
my ear, just like he always does. 


But | can wait. It seems like its been an eternity since we could really be together, | can wait just a little longer. 
| guess it will be all the sweeter, God | hope it will be. 


"Well, you're free to go," the nurse says matter-of-factly, pushing her chair back toward the wall. | let out a 
loud sigh of relief. Oh, finally... 
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"You can go whenever you're ready," the nurse says, just before exiting the room. God, the last time I'll ever 
have to see her. Sure, she wasn't bad, but | still fucking hope that I'll never have to lay eyes on her again. | 
slowly push myself up a little, and as soon as | do, she's practically wiped from my memory. | look over toward 
Duff and Slash, and smile, and | don't even have to force it this time. Fuck, it feels so good, feels so good to 
know that | might just have a good life again, after all.. 


They both return hardy grins, Duff walking over and taking a seat at the foot of the bed. 
'So..whenever you're ready, | guess?" he asks, glancing over at me. 


"Uh...yeah..so, l'm assuming that means you're gonna give me a ride home, then?" | ask Oh, God, please let him 
say yes. There's nothing | want more than to be alone with him.just to be close to him, that's all | want right 


now. 


"Well, | was gonna give you a lift, cause, well, frankly, your little guardian angel over there looked like he needed 
some rest.” Slash states. | glance over at Duff, who's shaking his head a little bit. | can't help but smirk softly, 
its been a while since we've all just been able to be so..light-hearted, | wanna soak as much of the moment in 


as | can. 


"Done pouting, sunshine?" Slash asks sarcastically, leaning forward and resting his chin on the top of the chair. A 
goofy grin forms on his face, making us both laugh a bit. Just seeing a genuine smile on Duff's face makes me 
feel so much better, there's this warmth that radiates from him when he smiles like that, its just so great to 
feel that again | sigh silently to myself out of relief. | just feel so happy right now.. 


"So as | was saying," Slash continues, "But Duff insisted, then London got an earache, so | have to go with Perla 
later to take him to the doctor..so, you get stuck with Duff" He rolls his eyes, smirking a little as he brushes a 
strand of hair out of his eyes. 


"Wait a sec.." | start, "You ditched your kid to come see how | was?" Damn it, | didn't want to say that out 
loud..Christ, | at least didn't want to sound so boorish. Oh, good, at least he's just laughing it off.. 


"Oh, man, | was only in the way at home..it was just..ugh.." he replies. Duff chuckles a bit. 


"I hear ya there, man!" he laughs, both Slash and | joining in. Is not s much that | find the conversation funny, 


its just that I'm glad to be able to laugh with them again..God, why would | want to throw a life like this away? 


A smirk still plastered on his face, Slash glances down at his watch, slowly pushing himself back. 


"Well, looks like its time for me to go.." he starts, slowly standing up, "Hey, Scott, I'll check up on you later..make 
sure you're okay?" | give a little nod, a soft smile. He grins back, then starts backing out of the room. With a 
final wave, Slash exits, shutting the door behind him. 


When the door clicks shut, Duff looks up at me, a warm smile on his face. He scoots up a little, and | quickly 


thrust myself forward into his arms. | feel his arms slowly slip around me, then feel him lean down and kiss my 


hair. | feel his hold slowly tighten, not much, but | feel so safe like this. 


"Hey, Scott..you okay?" he asks. | nuzzle my head into his chest, sliding my arm around him. | take in a deep 
breath through my nose, reveling in his scent. | can feel the outline of his muscles through his thin t-shirt, can 
feel his chest rise and fall with his breathing. | try and absorb every single thing about him in this one 
moment, just so | never forget what it feels like again. Its been so long since I've been in his arms like this, it 
was hard to remember what it felt like to feel safe and loved. 


"Yeah..'m fine..never better." | reply. | really mean it, too, | haven't felt this good in so long. Nothing's wrong 
right now, its just me and Duff, with no world around us. | would give anything to just stay like this forever. | 
feel his arm slide down my back, pulling me just a little closer. | slowly realize my lack of real clothing, almost 
cringing as the crackling sound of that stupid hospital gown reaches my ears. | start to pull myself out of 
Duff's warm embrace, not really knowing why, forcing an aggravated sigh. All the stupid little problems come 
rushing back and start dragging me back to the real world. 


"Scott, you okay? What is it?" Duff asks softly, moving his hands up and rubbing my shoulders gently. | feel the 
slightest warmth of a blush gracing my cheeks, but | don't even know why. What is there that | can possibly be 


embarrassed by? 


"I just.uh.." | mutter, hesitating for a moment, "I don't have anything to wear out of here.." | glance up at his 


face, that typical, puzzled look on it. He almost looks like he's studying my for a second, an eyebrow cocked. 


‘Oh, | figured that nurse would've told ya | brought you some clothes.. mean, they prolly won't fit as well 
cause they're mine, but y’know.." he replies, trailing on a bit. He leans forward, placing a feathery soft kiss on 
my forehead. "You want me to go while you're getting dressed?" 


| smirk a little at him, staring into his eyes. "You don't have to go anywhere..if you dont want to, anyway...” | 
answer softly. He grins, a glint in his eyes, sliding one of his hands up to the back of my neck. | feel a tingle run 
down my back as he pulls me closer, pressing his lips against mine. His other hand works its way up, his fingers 


weaving through my hair. 


| let him pull me back against his chest, letting him slip his tongue into my mouth. | let out a small whimper, 
shutting my eyes. | can feel myself melting in those strong arms, slowly pulling me into his lap. | savor his 
taste, | never knew the familiar flavor of cigarettes and cheap coffee could taste so good. God, why do you 


have to torture me like this, Duff? Fuck, now | just want him to hold me like this, kiss me like I'm the only one 
he has room for in his heart..is that so wrong? | could care less if I'm selfish right now, | want him all to 
myself. | want him to keep me in his arms forever and never leave my side again | just want to him to take 
care of me, even if its only for a little while. If we could be together for a little while, just a little while, it 
would be alright, right? 


Slowly, Duff pulls away. | stare at him longingly, watching a small smile come to his face. He leans back down, 
placing a few gentle pecks on my lips. | smirk back at him, feeling so perfect. 


"What was that for?" | ask, feeling his hands creep their way down my back once again 


"Just cause | wanted to see that look you get on your face when | kiss you like that." he replies gently. God, 
the smile on his face is so sweet, so irresistible. He'll just say things like that sometimes, and it'll just warm 


your heart. Those lovable little things he says, it's cheesy, but | almost feel warm and fuzzy inside.. 


Christ, I'm glad I'm not saying that out loud. l'd sound like such a fucking idiot. Warm and fuzzy? That's 
something an eight-year-old would say. But its Duff, and its true, there's nothing else that really describes the 
feeling. 


"| never knew | made a face.." | murmur, noting the almost goofy grin on his face. | can feel the warm sting of 
a blush forming on my cheeks, but | ignore it, wondering if he realizes how irresistibly cute he looks..of course, 


| never realized | made a face that he seems to like... 


"What? You act like I'm threatening your masculinity or something," he replies smugly. | stare blankly at him, 


searching my memory banks for something to say. 


"No..| just..never knew | made a face," | stammer. He smiles, placing a sweet kiss on my forehead. Pulling away 
slightly, he surveys the room, then stops for a moment to think. It quickly dawns on him, whatever he's 
thinking of, anyway, and he leans down, reaching under the bed. He quickly pulls himself back up, holding a folded 
pair of jeans and t-shirt. 


"I knew | had ‘em around here somewhere.." he says to himself triumphantly, brushing the dust off of what 
was apparently the bottom of the pile. | smirk, accepting them when he hands them over. 


"Thanks, Duff," | say gently. He smiles, slowly standing. My eyes follow him, and he notices. 
"Don't worry, I'm not ditching ya." he says reassuringly, "I'll just..give you a second. Okay?" 


| nod at him. "Yeah, okay. Just a second, though..." | answer softly. God, | don't want him to go, at least not now. | 
just want to be in his arms for a minute longer, just enough to tide me over until | can be alone with him. He 
smiles just a little, then heads for the door. He reaches for the doorknob, slowly pulling the door open. But he 
lingers a bit, looking back at me. He doesn't even say anything, not that he has to. He just looks back, his smile 
conveying what he wants to say better then any words could. After a moment, | watch him slip out the door, 


savoring every detail 


| blink, my mind totally blank for a moment, then glance down at that stupid gown again. | grab a fistful of the 
flimsy material, and the crinkling and crackling just pisses me off more. | give it a good yank, hearing a sharp 
tearing. | smirk a little, already feeling some of that pent-up rage melt away. | give it another jerk, ripping it 
enough to find my own way out of it. Sure, | know there was a tie or something in the back, but | almost feel 
better now.. 


Feeling a stupid grin creep onto my face, | crumple it up into the best ball | can, lean over, and stuff it in the 
garbage can at my bedside. Who knew that tearing the hell out of a hospital gown could be so..liberating? | 
smirk a little at the thought myself, eyeing my borrowed clothes. | reach forward and grab the shirt first. | 
look it over and run my fingers over the fabric, sighing a little. I've seen him wear this what seems like a 


million times, its just so strange to see it without him in it.. 


Without giving it another thought, | pull it over my head. | look down at myself, Christ, it looks so much better 
when he's wearing it. | smirk a little. What does is matter how it looks, anyway? | furrow my brow, then grab 
for the jeans as well, already trying to imagine how many times I'll trip over them. Rolling my eyes at myself, | 


swing my legs over the side of the bed, easily sliding into the jeans. 


| quickly button them up, staring at the floor. Fuck, its been so long since I've even walked anywhere. | don't 
even know if | can stand, Christ, | never thought that would be something I'd had to think about. But fuck it. 
Who cares if my legs are really stiff? Since when am | such a baby? | bite my lip, and press my feet against 
the cold tile. | feel a sharp tingling throughout my legs, I've always hated this feeling. But | hate knowing | won't 
get anywhere if | don't fucking deal with it. | bite my lip even harder, reluctantly forcing myself up. | almost feel 


like I'm gonna fall, but after a moment, | catch my balance, and the feeling starts to come back, albeit slowly. 


‘Guess that wasn't so bad.." | murmur to myself. | wiggle my toes a little against the almost icy tile, frowning. 
“Shoes..need fuckin’ shoes.” But | just stop to think for a moment, then crouch down by the bed and peer 
under. | immediately notice my pair of white shoes, my favorite pair. | grin for a second as | reach forward for 


them, but bad memories fill my head as soon as | lay my hands on them. 


| was fucking wearing them when | tried to..fuck, | don't even wanna think it. Sure, people might think l'm just 
being a whiny little brat, but its not just as easy as saying | tried to..kill myself. It makes me cringe thinking 
about it. At the time, it was such a great idea, such a great way to escape from all the pain, but looking back.. 
what ever made me think to do that? 


| just have to stop lingering on this. That's the only way | can move on, | just have to forget about this whole 
goddamn thing..| start biting the inside of my cheek to spare my lower lip, sliding the shoes on absently. | sigh a 
little, slowly walking toward the door. | reach for the doorknob, scratching the back of my neck before opening 
the door. Duff immediately smiles warmly at me, and | can't help but show him the same. 


"Ready to go?" he asks, rubbing my arm softly. | nod softly, and we start walking down the busy hallway, side 


by side, not really saying anything. | glance up at him every so often, and | could care less who sees the longing 


in my eyes. Fuck, | finally get to go home, l'm finally free..but oh, | only wish we were alone, | just want to lean 
my head on his shoulder, just relax for a moment. | just want those arms around me for a moment, just one 
short moment. But I've waited for so long, a little while longer can't hurt me. 


| look down for a moment, staring at the portrait of Mary tattooed on my arm. It's been so long since I've even 
laid eyes on her, and she's so close. | don't care if she can hear me or not, | don't care, | just need to be by 
her side, if only for a moment. 

| stop abruptly, grabbing onto Duff's arm. He stops as well, looking back at me. 

"What..? You okay?" he asks, concern pouring from his eyes. | nod a little, glancing down at my arm again. 

"l'm just gonna..go visit Mary.." | stammer. There's more | could say, | just can't think of anything else. He nods 
a little, his expression somber. | start to take a few steps, hen turn back and look at him. "Can you come with 


me?" | ask. He blinks, then nods, walking up to my side. 


"Are you sure you're up to it?" he asks, his hand on my shoulder. | nod a little, a small smirk on my face. 
Christ, | love him so much..why do | have to choose..? 


Part 12 


Author's Notes: 
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Thanks for all the feeback, and bear with me, it will get eventful again, | promise! 


| really wish | wouldn't have thought to go see Mary. There's such a sinking feeling in my stomach, I'm starting 
to feel dizzy, all this nervousness just coming from the prospect of seeing her. She's not even conscious, | won't 
be faced with confessing anything..but I'm still so afraid. | want to see her so bad, but then again, l'm petrified. 
So many things are on my mind, what will | tell her when she finally does wake up? Should | tell her about what 
happened, how | tried to fucking kill myself? What about Duff, should | tell her about that whole situation, too? 
That's what this whole goddamn thing stemmed from, my guilt over what | had dore.. 


But its not as black and white as that. | want to be with Duff, too..he's like the life raft that saves me every 
time | start drowning in my life, he's saved me time and time again, and all | could ever want some days is for 


him to hold me in those arms, make me feel safe... 


Today is one of those days. If | could just stop now, throw myself into his warm embrace, | know he would be 
happy to oblige. He always is. No matter who he has to screw over, no matter how hard it may be for him, 
he's always there for me. | look over at him, just watching him walk beside me for a moment, waiting until he 


notices my stare. 


"You alright?" he asks. | nod a little, forcing a smirk. I'm trying so hard not to worry him, | think | may just be 
making myself feel worse. Every step closer | take, | can feel my nausea growing, my palms getting wet, you 
would think | was heading to my own execution Its hard to fathom, Mary is my wife, but I'm afraid to see her.. 
| already know how bad off she is, that's no reason to be afraid, especially since | know she's doing better. But 
its like..she's the personification of all the guilt that's been welling up inside of me, suffering and alone because 
of all I've done, and | know exactly what I've done..but there's just no way | can make things right without 


hurting someone | love all that | know how... 


| slow to a stop for a moment, shutting my eyes tightly. | feel Duffs hand wrap around mine, having a soothing 
effect on me. | glance over at him, and | can tell by the look on his face how genuinely concerned he is. l'm 


gonna end up driving him insane if | keep worrying him like this, | just know it.. 


‘Scott, are you sure you're okay? You're white as a goddamn sheet..you wanna sit down for a second or 
something..2" he asked. Fuck, | knew | wasn't making things any better. But after a moment, the slight dizziness 
passes, and | force another smirk, shaking my head a little. 


"No..l'm fine..'m just a little." | stammer, thinking of what to say as | say it. "Y'know what? There's nothing 
wrong, I'm fine. Let's just..go, okay?" | force a little smirk, keeping my eyes locked on him as we start to walk 


again. | feel him squeeze my hand a little, a substitute for a hug, | guess. He slowly removes his hand from 
mine, slipping it into his pocket. He looks up at me with a warm smile, a subtle look in his eyes, and | can tell 
exactly what it means. He wants to hold me in his arms just as much | want him to. | return that same look, 
only then seeing the sad longing that barely shows under his calm fagade. 


He really still is in pain. God, how could | have not noticed? l'm just so happy to finally be getting out of this god 
forsaken hospital that | completely forgot how much | hurt him..| mean, he's said it himself, he thought he 
watched me die, and I've been completely oblivious to the heartbreak | put him through. | frown a little bit, and 
reach for his shoulder, but he just shrugs it off, forming a reassuring smile. | gaze into his eyes for just a 


moment until he stops, pointing at a room number on the turquoise wall, just next to the door. 


‘Isn't this it?" he asks. | have to think back for a moment, but l'm positive that's where | wanted to be. Fuck, 
what kind of husband am |? | can't even remember what room my wife is staying in. Of course, consider who | 
am..this is just another fucked up thing I've done to her. | bite my lip a little, shaking my head slightly to get 
the thought out of my mind. "Scott?" 


| glance up, meeting Duff's gaze. "Oh..? Yeah, yeah, this is it. Sorry. was just..kinda..spacing out there...” | 
stutter. | don't wait for him to respond, | just silently push past him, taking a few steps toward the door before 
he reaches forward and grabs my shoulder. 


"Scott..are you sure you're okay?" he asks. | look back at him fleetingly, nodding. 


"| said I'm fine," | snap. Fuck, what am | talking about? l'm not fine. God, | can't do this, | can't do this. | feel so 
guilty..Fll break down as soon as | step into that goddamn room, | know | will. But | won't say anything, | can't. | 
stop in front of the door, then reach forward for the doorknob. | slowly set my hand on the handle, feeling the 
metal clang under my grasp, my hand so unsteady.. 


| tear my hand away, spinning around. "Duff." | start, drawing on every ounce of strength in my body to not to 
throw myself into his arms. "l'm sorry.. didn't mean to.." | shake me head a little, "Would you stand in the door 
for me?" It's like he doesn't even take the time to process it before he gives an affirmative nod, but | doubt he 
even needs the time. 


‘Of course | will, Scott.but you know you have nothing to worry about, right? Mary looks a lot better, trust 
me.." he answers, his hand finding its way to my shoulder again. "Are you sure you're up to this?" | smirk, 
slowly reaching down for the door handle again. 


‘lm sure | am Duff, I'm sure.." | answer. But I'm not, why do | keep lying about it? | know him, he wouldn't think 
anything about it. Fuck, all he'd want to do is try and comfort me. And all | really want is to be in those strong 
arms right now, that's all | need. | know what | want, | know | only need to ask to get it, but why am | so afraid? 


| push the door open without another thought. | don't think | can process anything else, one more goddamn 
thought like this, and I'll fucking loose it. | stare forward, that aching feeling returning to the pit of my stomach. 
Yeah, Duff is right, she does look better. But its still so haunting to see her like that, just lying there, 


completely still. She hardly looks like she's breathing, and she's so pale, | feel like I'm looking at an empty shell. 
| suck in a deep breath, trying very hard to keep my calm. 


"IIl just..stay here," Duff mumbles, running his hand across my arm. | hear his footsteps as he retreats to the 
doorway, and | bite my lip, taking a step forward. | feel alone, now, but he's only an inch or two away. l'm so 
panicked, | wanna back away so fucking much. But | can't. There's no way | can do that, | can't just run away 


from her, no matter how much | want to. 


| take a few more steps forward, hesitantly taking a seat on the side of the bed. She doesn't even look real, 
more like some sort of statue, carved to perfection It almost reminds me of seeing Snow White lying in her 
crystal casket. | feel tears press against my eyes, burning like acid was being poured onto my skin | bite the 
inside of my cheeks, forming a tight fist as | try and keep myself from breaking down God, what's wrong with 
me? No matter how much | love her, | can't find the strength within myself to just fucking look at her.. 


Swallowing hard, | reach forward, gently setting my hand on hers. God, she feels so warm..| was expecting her 
to feel like a block of ice. | hardly care about that, though. Just having contact with her is enough. | thought I'd 
never see her again, and she's so close to waking up. Its so soothing to be near her, I'm sure everything will be 


alright now. 


| let out a gentle sigh, slowly glancing back at Duff. There's a vacant stare on his face, he's just looking out 
toward the wall. | can see the hurt on his face, and | feel myself fall right back into that pit of guilt. | can see 
the look of pain on his face, the same pain | feel every time | hear him on the phone with Susan, every time | 
remember l'm not the only one he has in his heart. As much as | hate that he's in pain, it's the same thing | 
have to go through..and I'm almost enjoying seeing him suffer the same way | do.. 


No! Fuck no! How can | say something like that? All| want to do is comfort him, all | want to do is show him 
how much | really love him. But here | am, reveling in the fact that he's hurting. What the hell is wrong with 
me? What kind of sadistic fuck am |? God damn it..am | really enjoying this? 


| shut my eyes for a second, looking back at Mary. They're both in so much pain, they're both suffering, and 
its all my fault. I've manipulated and lied to everyone | care about so many times, but they all stand by me, no 
matter what | do. | stare down at her for another second, biting my lip until | taste the metallic taste of blood. 
| glance back at Duff again, then back at Mary. | look between the two, feeling nauseous again. Fuck, this is like a 
nightmare come true. | feel like | have to choose between them, | know | don't, at least not now, anyway, but it's 


the same scenario. 


Tears well up in my eyes, and | stand up. | try hard to keep my eyes open, God, | don't wanna cry like some 


stupid baby. With a quick pace, | head for the door, brushing past Duff. 


"Scott? Wha..are you okay?" he asked, quickly hurrying after me. | stop, looking back at him, finally giving up and 
letting the tears stream across my face. He places his hands on my shoulders, staring into my eyes, those 
strong hands the only thing keeping me from falling to the floor. 


"Duff. can't do it..There's something fucking wrong with me.." | murmur. He glances away for a moment, 


furrows his brow, then stares back into my eyes. 


‘Scott. know this hard for you..but you're not doing yourself any good by forcing yourself." he says, reaching 
up and brushing a tear from my cheek. | let out a gentle sigh at his touch, watching the smirk form on his 
face. "You know what? You look like you could use some rest..and a back rub. That sound nice enough to get ya 


to cheer up?" he asks. 


| can't help but smile. No matter how miserable | am, he always says something sweet and cheery like that, it 
just pulls me back out of the dark. He reaches down, rubbing my shoulder a little. We slowly start walking, 

heading down the hallway toward the elevator, exchanging tender yet fleeting glances. Fuck, its so refreshing to 
see him, | wonder if he realizes how much better | feel just having him near me. A moment later as we reach 


the elevator, the two of us stop, Duff reaching forward and pressing one of the buttons on the wall. 


He lets out a barely-audible groan, staring at the twin, steel doors. | smile a little, watching the way he shifts 
from foot to foot, and the way that golden-blonde hair fell across his shoulders like beams of sunlight. God, 
that's the closest thing to real light I've seen in so long, its an odd feeling. After a moment, he turns his head 


back at me, blinking once. 


"Any particular reason you're smiling like that?" he asks blankly. | look into his eyes for a moment, then smile 


back at him. 


"Nothing..just..nothing," | answer. He raises an eyebrow, then smirks back and shakes his head. I'm about to say 
something more, but as the words come to my lips, the elevator door opens. | listlessly follow Duff inside, 
glancing around at the dark walls as the metallic door closes behind us. | watch him press the button for the 


first floor out of the corner of my eye, slowly realizing that we're alone, finally alone. 


| glance over at him, smirking. | lean against the wall, shuddering inwardly as the cold, painted metal touches my 
skin. | look forward at Duff, watching him take a few steps backward, heading towards me. | just stare at him 
for a moment, completely entranced. Its fucking amazing how mesmerizing it is just to watch him move. Even 
though he so laid back, so down to earth, it would almost seem like he plans every move out in his head 


beforehand, | dunno if its just a subconscious thing or not..or if I'm just reading too much into everything. 


He stops, leaning against the wall right by my side. He looks down at me, a stupid little smirk on his face. | 
return the same glance, a warm feeling welling up in the pit of my stomach. | hear the ping sound of the 
elevator, officially announcing that we were now on the third floor. It's not until then that Duff leans down, 
placing a soothing, feather light kiss on my temple. 


"You okay?" he asks softly. | keep smiling, nod a little, my gaze slowly shifting away. | listen to his breathing for 
a second, the close proximity providing a momentary solace. | look back up at him, studying the way his hair 

falls so perfectly over his face, just hiding those beautiful green eyes from my view. There's some primal lust 
deep within, | just need to feel his hands on me..and just as | start to press my shoulder against his, | hear the 


ping of the second floor, and the door slowly begins to slide open. 


| quickly take a good, full two steps to the left. | have no fucking idea why..there's just too much I'm up to loose 
if people find out. No, that's not it. | could care less about myself, my own reputation, my family..l've already 
fucked those things up so much, the cracks from where I've tried time and time again to put things back 
together will always show. Its cause | just don't wanna hurt Duff. He's got all that, he's got things he cares 
about, things he'd do anything not to loose. And | could never live with myself if | did anything that played a 
part in putting him in so much pain, even if it meant doing my part to keep all the things he put ahead of me 


secure for him. 


| only glance up momentarily, eyeing yet another nameless face in white with terrible disdain, just glowering as 
the figure enters. The doctor, or whatever the hell is he, gives us both a silent nod, then looks back down at a 
clip board in his arms. | glance back over at Duff, who forces a smirk and shrugs a shoulder. The stupid fucker 
standing in the corner ruined my first real chance to get the affection | had been craving. | have no idea who 


he is, but he's getting in my way, and that just won't work. Stupid fuck 


Holy fuck, what is wrong with me? Since when am | a grizzly bear who just got woken up from hibernation? | 
mean..fuck..| don't even know the guy, and here | am, thinking Gee, that guy's a real prick for getting on the 
elevator. | bite my lip, completely ignoring the pain after a moment or two. | start to trace along the corners of 
the dark elevator, realizing just then how enclosed | am. | swallow hard, trying to suppress my instantly- 


developed claustrophobia. 
| need air..| need to get out of here... 


Wait. Where is that coming from? That's it, | must be finally fucking losing my mind. No..| just have too many 
things on my mind at once. Its just all the stress, | just need to chill out for a while. Just a little while, that's 
all | need, then | won't feel like the seams are opening everywhere in my life. | inhale deeply through my nose, 
holding it in for a moment. | exhale again, feeling calmer. The door opens again, and the doctor hurries out, still 
staring down intently at whatever he has, and | take a slow couple of steps behind him. 


| hear Duff's heavy footsteps behind me, and | glance back, smirking a little. He reaches forward, placing his 
hands on my shoulders for a moment, returning a warm grin. The whole moment ends so quickly, but the 
feeling it leaves behind seems like it could be permanent. As he pulls his hands away, | watch his face, following 
his lips carefully as he mouths ‘I love you' in my direction. | smile, just starting to notice the absence of the 


tender feel of his hands. 


Fuck, what | wouldn't give to just be able to throw myself into his arms and stay there... 


Part [3 
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Deep in thought, | inattentively follow Duff down the crowded hallway, somehow able to tune out all the sounds 
around me. | could care less what's happening near me, all | can focus on is my own predicament. Of course, at 


this point, it could be justifiable... 


| lazily crack my knuckles, doing my best to keep up and not run into anyone in the process. The image or Mary 
lying in a cold hospital room, totally helpless and unaware of her surroundings is burned into my mind. Even if | 
try and find something else to focus on, something else to worry about, something always reminds me of her. 


This is all so fucked up. She doesn't deserve to be..like that. 


Fuck, | can't even think in medical terms..! guess it must have something to do with my wiring, just trying to 
avoid the truth. Of course, what people always forget to mention about avoiding the truth is that it really 
helps, if only in the short run. | could care less if its ‘irresponsible’ or ‘immature'..'d break under any more 
pressure, | know | would. | know I'm fooling myself, though. It doesn't matter how | think about it, | still have 
that picture of my wife, all alone in some damn hospital, and | can't find it in myself to be with her. 


| swallow a sigh, not wanting to attract Duff's attention. He's done enough; | don't want to give him any more to 
worry about. Just watching the way his body sways as he walks, the way his hair reflects the light, that's 
enough to bring peace to my heart. Then again, I've fucked him over, too. He's good at hiding it, but | know what 
| did to him. He accepts every apology, but | know a simple "I'm sorry" isn't enough, no matter how much he 
pretends it is. 


| wish there was a simple way of mending his heart. | wish | had the same power over him that he has over 
me, that mysterious way that a gentle touch can make the pain melt away. | shake my head to myself, a little 
unsure of what exactly l'm disagreeing with, and slowly shut my eyes. Taking in a deep breath, | finally find a 


way to tune out my own thoughts, letting the environment enter my head again 


The sounds of doctors getting paged over the loudspeaker, and gurneys getting wheeled by filled my ears, that 
same, over-sterile stench making my nostrils tingle. | frown in spite of myself, quickening my pace. | start 


chewing on my lip to occupy myself, then glance over at Duff. 


"You look a little.tense," he says matter-of-factly, a rather blank look on his face, otherwise. | raise an 
eyebrow, examining him carefully for a moment. There's so little keeping me from asking if he was just pointing 
that out or if it was just a lead-in to something else, but | lose sight of the point in doing so after a moment, 
just smirking a little. Its all the stupid shit like that about him that really reminds me why | love him so much.. 


"Just a little," | answer. He smiles a bit, too, glancing forward as we enter the oversized lobby. | look around, the 
warm a bit more tolerable and human, carpeting on the floors, and a bit of light coming in through the windows. 


| sigh inwardly, looking back up when | feel his arm slide across my shoulders. 


‘Seriously, though..are you alright? You look like you could start running laps, man." he says softly. We stop 
walking, looking back at each other. | would've pulled him into one of those mind-numbing kisses, just let him 
sweep his hands across me like | want, but there are fucking people around. | pull myself away, maybe to 


eliminate the temptation, but it only makes the yearning stronger.. 


| start walking again, only taking a few steps ahead. "I said | was fine, Duff..c'mon, | wanna get outta here 
already." | answer. | don't realize how whiny | sounded until he started running a finger down my cheek, a sly 
little smirk crossing his face. Without a word, he pulls away a little, giving me a fleeting smirk as he heads for 
the door, his pace leisurely. | quickly catch up, watching him in a silent daze. 


A moment later, we walk through the automatic doors, fresh air quickly rushing up to meet me. | suck in a 
deep breath, reveling in the fact that this is my first breath of fresh air in so long, my first breath not 
weighed down by cleaning chemicals. | stop for a moment, looking up at the sky, the sun streaming through a 
sheen of gray clouds. | take another deep breath, exhaling with a gentle sigh. | watch the sky for a moment, 
trying to take in every shade of the mottled sky at once. God, I'd been taking things like this for granted for so 
long, l'd actually let a cloudy day fuck with my mood..now | just wanna stand here and stare up, take everything 


In... 


"Need a minute?" Duff asks, placing his warm hand on my shoulder. l'm so ready to say yes, at least until | look 
up, then | see that look on his face, that little bit of him that's letting his longing to be close to me show 
through. | smirk a little, shaking my head. 


"Nah, we can go," | answer softly. We exchange a fleeting glance, walking silently through the parking lot. | want 
to talk to him, just tell him | love him over and over like some stupid high school girl, but instead, we stay 
completely quiet. And no one's even around, we could probably fuck on the hood of a car and no one would 
notice. | raise an eyebrow at my own thought, looking up at him for a moment. | shove my hands in my pockets, 


looking down at my shoes. Jesus Christ, where did that come from? 


| feel the sting of a light blush on my cheeks, and | instinctively bite my lip, hoping the pain will be enough to 
distract me. | watch the cars as | pass them out of the corner of my eye, but they quickly melt into blurs of 
color, losing my interest completely. | absently rest my head on Duff's shoulder, sighing inaudibly. | can almost 
feel the radiance of his smile, shutting my eyes as he places a gentle kiss on my head, lulling me back into a 
relaxed state of mind. | feel his arm slip around my waist, holding me close as we walk. | open my eyes half 
way, lift my head a little, our eyes meeting for a moment, his soft lips curving into a caring smile. 


That smile, God | love that smile..and there's so little keeping me from plastering myself against that beautiful 
smile, but | keep thinking about Mary, how fucking cold she looked, and | just completely shut down. Oh, fuck, 
Duff. know how wrong it is to be in love with you, but | just can't help myself... 


| almost feel like pulling away, just to put a little distance between us, | don't. | can't. | won't. | can think of a 
million reasons, but feeling the heat of his body against mine completely nullifies it all. Those feelings of love and 
security that | crave so much, | can't imagine what could ever make me walk away from that, even though | 
know | should. 


My eyes wander away again, just scanning the sky, so peaceful, so soothing. | watch the way the clouds change 

with every passing moment, getting lost in the ever-changing pattern. | just stare upward for a minute or two, 

not looking away until | feel Duff's arm slide away. | look back down, watching him reach into his pocket, his hand 
returning with his keys. He hit's a button without even looking, a chirp resounding from the car a few yards 


away. 


He looks down and smiles again, that arm slipping back around me. "C'mon, let's get out of here," he says softly. 
| stare at him blankly for a second, trying to form a sentence. So many things | wish | could say, but no words 


| can pin them to. Damn it, he always makes me feel so speechless, makes me afraid that anything | say won't 


sound right, or that I'll sound stupid.. 


| just stare at his face for a moment, noticing the way he just stares off into space, that strong arm still 
clenched tightly at my waist, leading me along. | feel his fingers entangle themselves in the fabric of my shirt, 
and | smirk a little, waiting a second before he makes eye contact. We exchange rather wicked looks, his arm 
making its way around my shoulders and tugging me closer. He keeps me close, placing a delicate kiss on my 


neck as we make our way between parked cars, stopping at the passenger door of his own vehicle. 


He pulls his arm away to open the car door, a cheesy grin forming on his face as he makes directs me to the 


now open door, like a butler or something. 


“Sometimes | think you're fucking crazy." | murmur playfully. He raises a brunette eyebrow in response, stifling 
a laugh. 


‘Oh, really now?" 


| laugh a little, myself. "Yep." | look into his eyes for a moment, seeing nothing but happiness. In a fluid motion, 
he takes a step forward, and | feel his arm slipping around my back, pulling me a bit closer. | watch the smirk 


slowly fade into seriousness as we inch closer, our lips meeting in an eager kiss without another thought. 


Instead of pulling away like | know | should, | slowly press myself against his chest, feeling so safe and sheltered 
there in his arms. We slowly break apart, looking into each other's eyes for a moment, until | entangle him in a 
second, much more desperate kiss. His hands slide down just a little, anchoring themselves on my waist. Oh, 
God..this is what I've wanted for so long, just one moment of sweet bliss. wish this never had to end.. 


Part M 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for all the great reviews, and enjoy! 


The feel of his silky lips on mine makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Oh God, its just a kiss, how 
can it be so enticing? I've wanted so long for him to put his hands on me like this, | just feel so numb to 
everything wrong right now. Pathetic little mewls escape my throat, a light blush tinting my cheeks. | feel his 
fingers dig into the flesh of my waist, and | let out a gentle growl, pressing myself more against his chest. | 
slide my arms around his shoulders, holding on for dear life, craving more of the sheltered feeling of being 


wrapped up in those strong arms. 


A second later, he moves his lips from mine, and | struggle to catch my breath as our eyes meet. | watch his 
lips curve into the slightest of smiles, our gaze never breaking. | feel like | could get lost in those glimmering 
eyes forever, just let go and drown in that soothing stare. Those eyes..so full of love, so full of compassion. You 
can see every emotion through those eyes, they're like little windows into his heart. 


| almost wish | couldn't read his emotions like that, a constant reminder of all the pain I've put him through. | 
feel the familiar sting of tears behind my eyes, and out of nowhere, | can feel them welling up, threatening to 
fall any moment. And no matter how much | fight it, | feel the warm drop trace its path down my cheek, 
though | quickly brush it away, hoping he didn't notice. 


"Scott? What is it?" he asks. | let my eyes wander, trying not to notice the change of his expression, now an 
anxious little frown | start chewing on my lip absently, thinking of ways | can just sweep this under the rug. 


Maybe if | can get it across to him that its nothing to worry about, he'll just go with it. 


‘lm fine, | just.." | stammer, forcing a weak smirk, "I just had..something in my eye, that's all." | really wish | 
was a more convincing liar..| couldn't even convince myself with that. That was stupid, so fucking stupid..at least 
the tears that threatened to fall are gone, leaving the equally well-known tingle of a blush across my cheeks. 


"Right," Duff starts, his tone more sarcastic then usual, "If you had something in your eye, that would make 
me..a fat black woman? Scott, I'm not stupid..." he pauses, his tone changing, "Please tell me what it is." A large 
smile grows on my face at the remark. Its always the same, no matter how miserable | am, all it takes is just 


one little jibe like that to lift my heart again | let out an inaudible sigh, nestling myself into his chest. 


"There's nothing wrong, Duff, really," | answer, and this time, | really am being honest. Nothing's wrong. 
Everything is just so..right. | glance up, smirking slightly, and he reaches down, placing a soft kiss on my 
forehead. He flashes me a sweet smile, reaching up and running his fingers through my hair. | glance up for a 


moment, the clouds hanging above a much more threatening color. 


"Maybe we should..go?" | suggest, still nibbling on my lip a little. He smirks, a familiar glint in his eye. 


"| guess," he murmurs, slowly sliding one of his arms free, "Otherwise we'll end up staying in this parking lot 
forever." Our lips meet in another relaxing kiss before he slinks his other arm away, reaching up and running 
his fingers through my hair. He slowly leans past me, reaching forward to the car door. | watch his every 


move, somewhat studying what he's doing, somewhat studying him. 


| take in a gulp of air, watching him open the door, directing me to it like some kind of butler or something. | 


raise an eyebrow, a smile appearing on his face. 


"What, you don't like the star treatment all of a sudden?" he asks, taking a slow step forward. | try and hold 
back a slight smirk, starting to amble my way into the car. 


"| never said that, Duff," | whisper back to him, gazing up into cloudy eyes. | shift myself forward, willingly 
participating in another tantalizing kiss. Oh God, its such an intoxicating feeling to be close to him like this. | 
start to push myself back against his chest, but he slowly peels his lips away, stroking my cheek tenderly. 


"C'mon..." he says, grasping my hand and placing a gentle kiss on my palm, "I thought you said you wanted go 
home." | look up, taking a moment to read his face. Faint circles under his eyes, then | glance down at his hand, 
his nails chewed short. The feeling of guilt starts welling back up in my heart as | stare at the smirk on his 
face, nodding. 


"Yeah, | was just..hell, its not important," | answer softly. He parts his lips to say something, but before he can, 
| place a fingertip across his mouth, quickly silencing him. "We'll end up stuck here forever, remember?" He 
stifles a laugh as | hesitantly pull away. A cute little pout forms on his face as | slump down into the passenger 
seat of the car, slowly settling in. | expect him to lean in and place a kiss on my forehead or something, but he 
doesn't. He just slowly shuts the car door, peering in at me through the window for a moment, before he 


starts to walk around the front of the car. 


| ease back into the seat, running my fingers along to smooth fabric. God, the whole interior smells like him, its 
so soothing..| shut my eyes, letting out a soft sigh. Duff opens the door, lazily flopping into the driver's seat. | 


feel his hot stare and open an eye, glancing over at him. 


"What? | have something on my face?" | ask blankly. He stays silent for a second, his lips curving into a playful 


smile. 


"Nah..l'm just enjoying the view," he answers mischievously, his expression so warm, like some sixteen-year-old 
kid who's head over heels..! smile back, resisting the powerful urge to throw myself into his arms. | watch him 
turn around and start up the car, glancing over at the clock. My smile fades a little, and | shift back into the 
seat, grumbling inwardly about how early it still is. The soft hum of the motor lulls me back into that over- 
comfortable state again, slowly shutting my eyes. 


| can't sleep, though. It might be more that | simply don't want to..l just feel like | have to know what's 
happening, or at least have that wonderful security of having Duff at my side. | smirk to myself, snuggling into 
the seat a little more. God, its almost like being enveloped in that affectionate embrace of his, but there's 
nothing that comes close to it. | feel the car come to a stop, lazily opening an eye, noting the red traffic light 
hanging above the road. 


| glance over at Duff, watching him stare intently at some random point in the sky, appearing deep in thought. 
Its only when you catch him at moments like this that you can tell that's he's been through some sort of 
emotional hell lately, the only time you can see how much his body's calling out for a break. | wonder if he 
knows how much | truly want to help him, how much | wish | knew how to do so.. 


A little smile creeps onto his face, and as he glances over, | quickly shut my eyes, pretending l'm asleep. | 
question the move in my head, wondering why | wouldn't want to look into those hypnotizing olive eyes, if only 
for a moment. | hear a stifled sigh pour from his throat, wrenching my heart just a little bit more. But | don't 
do anything..God fucking damn it, why won't | do anything? | feel like my own body is turning against me now, 


telling me over and over how wrong this whole thing is in its own way. 


As the car starts to move again, | feel his nimble fingers trace their way down my neck, sending a shiver down 


my back. 


"God, Scott..| love you so much.." he murmurs softly, pulling his hand away. A small smile forms on my face, no 
matter how much | fight it, and | crack an eye open, looking back at him. Again, his focus is directed forward. | 
shut my eyes again, silently wondering how in God's name | ever survived without him.he's such a blessing, like 


a guardian angel... 


The car comes to another stop, and | stir a little, trying to find a slightly more comfortable position 


"Oh, | didn't wake you up, did |, sleepyhead?" he asks. | open my eyes and looks up at him, staring at the smile on 
his face. 


"| wasn't sleeping," | answer matter-of-factly, returning the sweet smile. "And don't call me sleepyhead, either... 
makes me sound like one of the Seven Dwarves or something.." | watch his smile grow, light radiating from his 
eyes. He brushes a few of those golden locks behind his ear before placing both hands on the steering wheel 
and driving through the now green light, still looking at me. 


"You're cute when you're sleeping, though..." he points out, his smile now more goofy then anything. He takes a 


moment to glance back at the road, making a right turn. 


"What does that have to do with anything?" | ask, raising an eyebrow. | glance out the window for a moment, 


then back at Duff. 


"Sleepyhead. just fits. Dudn't it, sleepyhead?" he chuckles, directing a cute little wink in my direction. God, its so 
good to have him back to normal, his cheery, kinda ditzy self. 


"As long as | get to call you ‘Blondie’," | mutter back, smirking still. He looks over at me with narrow eyes, trying 


to keep a straight face. 


‘Ooooh..you'll get it for that, Mr. |-can't-pick-a-hair-color.." he responds, stifling a laugh. | snort a little, in spite 
of my own attempts not to. Our eyes meet for a moment or two, just as he rounds the next corner, and | see 


all that happiness in his expression, it makes me hate being apart from him all that much more. The sound of 
laughter quickly fades, and we just stare into each other eyes for a moment, smiles fading away into 


seriousness. 


Our seemingly magnetic gaze only breaks when he turns his attention back to the road, making another turn 
onto a road | recognize as my own. He looks back at me for a moment, forcing a sort of half-smile, which | 
return with the same lack of enthusiasm. | bite my lip a little, lazily pressing my head against the window. Fuck, 
what just happened? | mean, we were just laughing and smiling together, and now we can't even smirk sincerely. 
| glance down at my feet as the car pulls into the driveway of my house, actually dreading having to go back 
into that giant reminder... 


Part I5 
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| feel Duff's reassuring hand on my shoulder. "You need a minute?" he asks carefully, a soft look on his face. | 
can't help but smile when | see that look on his face, its so soothing, like an instant therapy. A little thought 
crosses into my head, the musing of all of the droves of addicts that would ensue if someone could bottle that 
instant lift | get just from seeing that enchanting face... 


| shake my head a little, the smirk still not fading from my face. "No..l'm fine, really..can you unlock the door 
already?" | ask, hand on the handle. | watch those brunette eyebrows arch, a curious little pout appearing on his 


face. 


"Aww, you want to get away from me that bad?" he asks, hints of playful sarcasm in his voice. | keep smiling, 
my hand sliding away from the door as he shifts to the side, both of us inching closer. Smirks wilting into 
seriousness, pressing our lips together in a brief, heartwarming kiss. Lingering close for a moment, noses 


touching, warm breath mingling. He reaches up, gently stroking my face, slowly pulling apart. 


"Does that answer your question?" | ask, watching him sigh slightly. He flashes another sweet little smile, an 
empathetic little glimmer in his eyes. God, that smile..he can say so much with that smile. There's so much 
temptation to reach over for another kiss, so much desire to be held clouding my mind. | watch him reach over 
and hit the unlock button on the door, a resounding click coming from the car. We watch each other for a 
moment, | don't know why, exactly..maybe just waiting to see who will make the first move, | have no idea. My 


eyes follow his hand as he cracks the door open, a smirk still plastered on his face. 


| can feel his eyes on me as | slowly turn my head, opening the passenger door. | really think he can sense how 
much | dread going back into that house, how much | hate the prospect of facing all of the demons that lurk 
just behind that front door. | clamp my teeth down on my lower lip, a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. | 
feel so numb all over, almost afraid that something awful will happen as soon as | cross the threshold, until | 


feel Duffis arm slide across my shoulder. 


| turn my head, our eyes meeting. We exchange a tender smile before he leans forward, pressing his lips against 
mine. | savor that amazing feeling for a moment, attaching my hands to his shoulders. | push myself closer, 


resting against his chest as he breaks our kiss, resting his head on mine. 


"Scott, are you sure you're okay?" he asks softly, running his hands across my back, "You don't look so good." | 
don't say anything for a moment, only because I'm not even sure if I'm alright or not. can feel his chest rise 
and fall under my head, a monotonous yet comforting feeling. A little smile slowly grows on my face, seemingly 


from nowhere, all the pain melting away. 


"Yeah..| just..! dunno..| mean, | feel better now, but." | stammer nervously. How the fuck am | supposed to tell 
him I'm afraid to go in my own house becouse of all the memories there? If | say something like that, shit, I'd 
be lucky if | didn't get locked up in a mental facility or evaluated..God damn it, | feel so stupid now..so fucking 
stupid. 


He pulls away a little, only to look down directly into my eyes. "Are you sure you're okay?" he asks softly. | 
force a bit of a reassuring smirk, feeling his gaze peer directly into my mind A small smile creeps onto his 


face, so sweet, so soothing. | wish | knew what made those little looks so heartwarming..maybe it's that | know 


what's behind them, behind those beautiful eyes... 


My smiles grows, this time a bit more genuine. He leans down, placing a brief kiss on my forehead, his fingers 
brushing through my hair. | feel like I'm getting lost in those hypnotic eyes, | just want to stare into them 
forever. It's like there's nothing else happening in the world, like time's standing still just for the two of us. God, 
if only things were really like that. Things would be perfect then. Fuck, what | wouldn't give to have that.. 


| snap out of my thoughts at the feeling of Duff's fingers tracing down my cheek, drawing invisible lines across 


my chin, lips. | simply raise an eyebrow, earning a stifled laugh. 


"Mm, | can't help myself," he admits softly. | watch his eyes glimmer, whether its from the bit of sunlight that 
streams through the clouds hitting them, or his own natural glow. Smirking, | lean up for a kiss, our lips meeting 
in a fleeting kiss, Duff pulling away first. 


"Now," he starts, one of his fingers twisting itself in my hair, "| dunno about you, but | don't feel like taking up 


permanent residence in my own car." An almost mischievous smile dances on his face, such a handsome addition. 


"| guess you're right," | murmur in response. | don't want to have to move from where | am, | don't want to 
leave the safe confines of his strong arms..everything is fucking perfect when we're close, but when I'm away 
from him, if only for a moment, it becomes silent agony. Sometimes | hate to think about how dependent on him 


I've become, but its such a wonderful feeling, it's hard to believe it didn't happen sooner. 


| feel him slowly pull away, watch him open his door completely. The air hits me quickly, sending a shiver down 
my spine as he exits. | hear the slam of the car door, slowly lifting my feet onto the pavement. Slowly, | push 

myself out of the car, shutting the door shut behind me. Duff slowly approaches, placing a comforting hand on 
my shoulder. 


He doesn't say anything, he knows he doesn't have to. | smirk a little at him, and he returns it, sliding his arm 
across my shoulders. We just smile at each other for a moment, slowly finding a way to walk side-by-side to 


the door. He silently leads me along, the looks on his face and in his eyes enough to say everything worth 
saying. 


He's so tantalizing to watch as he walks, becoming more of an object of beauty with every step. | sigh inwardly, 


staring at him in a slight daze. | follow along like a zombie, legs moving on their own. Fuck, | wonder if he knows 
how much | want to stop in my tracks and throw myself into his arms..God, | feel like that all the time. It's 
almost getting pathetic... 


| shut my eyes for a moment, not really thinking about anything, just the rhythm of my feet hitting the 
pavement. Shit, this is the first time in so long that my head's been clear, its such an alien feeling. | don't have 
anything on my mind, | feel like a clean slate. No longer does every little thing | see jog some painful memory, 
it's all so fucking great. My mind is clear and open, and all | can think about it one thing.. 


| peel my eyes back open, my gaze meeting Duff's immediately. We exchange a warm smile, my entire world 
closing in on that strong arm around my waist, the loving look in his glittery eyes. | catch a glimpse of his hair 
from the corner of my eye, studying the way the light makes it shine, little patterns of light dancing on his 
golden locks until we step into the shadow of the large tree that stands in front of the house, almost as if it 
were standing guard. 


We come to a stop in front of the door, the sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach completely gone. | feel 
Duff's arm pull away from my torso, leaving me yearning for his touch in an instant. | watch him reach 


forward for the handle and give it a turn, to entranced to realize that | don't have my key to get in.. 


"Eh, fuck," he mutters under his breath, reaching for his pocket. | start to bite the inside of my lip, thinking 
that we're locked out until his hand returns with his key ring. | raise an eyebrow, earning an almost devious 
little smirk on his lips. "Got it covered," he adds, his tone turning a bit surprised. "Found it in the mail box, 


believe it or not..." 


| smirk a little. | almost forgot, Mary always has a key stashed away in the mailbox, just in case she ever 
locked herself out. A pained smile comes to my face, more bittersweet memories flooding my mind. Duff 
reaches up, gently stroking my face. "Sorry.." he whispers softly, "Didn't mean to bring anything up.." | shake 
my head a little, my smirk simply growing a little. 


"No, its fine..wanna go in? It's getting a little boring out here.." | say slowly | peer up at him, watching him blink 
uncertainly, smirking once again. Without saying a word, he leans forward, placing a soothing kiss on my 
forehead, smiling at me for a moment before turning to unlock the door. 


After taking a second or two to figure out how the key goes in, Duff opens the door, a sweet smirk on his 
face. | take a step toward him, looking up into those eyes. | smile a little, but he raises he eyebrows. 


"You just gonna stare at me, now? | thought you wanted to go inside." he says blankly, an almost convincing 
pout on his face. 


"| just can't help myself, though..." | murmur back, stifling a laugh. He blinks as | turn and walk into the building, 
chuckling under my breath. He hates it when | take things he says, and | can feel that familiar stare boring into 
my back as | take a step inside. 


| hear his footsteps behind me, turning my head and looking back at him, met by a wicked little grin "What?" | 
ask, still smiling. He bumps his shoulder against mine, and as he does so, | feel his hand get a firm grip on my 


OSS... 


Eyes wide in surprise, | look up, watching his laugh to himself. "What..? | can't help myself, you know that..." | 
blush a little bit, feeling his hand work its way back up my waist. He stops, stopping me with him, quickly leaning 
down, crushing his lips again mine. As if by instinct, | wrap my arms around his shoulders, anchoring myself to 


him until he slowly pulls away. 


| gaze longingly into his eyes for a moment, leaning in against his chest. "Fuck, you have no idea how much I've 
wanted to do that." he murmurs, pulling me close. | savor the feeling of his arms around me, the rise and fall 
of his chest below me, God, its all so wonderful. If someone just peeked in on my life, just at this one moment, 
they'd never be able to tell what kind of hell on Earth my life was slowly becoming. Fuck it, | can hardly tell..this 


is just so perfect, just what | want.. 


I's only when he starts to pull his arms away that | glance around at my surroundings, those memories all 
rushing back into my mind. | instantly find myself thinking of trivial little things, memories that usually wouldn't 
mean anything, but now I'm wishing | hadn't taken them all for granted. | sigh vacantly to myself, slowly pulling 


myself completely from Duff's warm embrace. 


| take a few steps away, just taking in the feeling of being home again for the first time in so long. Damn, why 
does it have to hurt so much? | should be happy about this..why can't | be fucking happy? 


"Scott." he slowly starts, gently touching my shoulder. He doesn't know what to say; | can hear it in his voice. | 
bite my lip a little as we become awkwardly silent, not knowing if | should say something. "You wanna..sit down 
or something?" he asks hesitantly, a firm grasp on my shoulder. 


| nod weakly. Certainly can't hurt anything, | guess. | let him slip that arm back around me, let him slowly lead 
me to the couch. | flop myself down with a heavy sigh, reaching for a pillow and putting it under my head, 
slowly relaxing into the soft cushions. | feel a shift in weight as he sits down at my side, his fingers tracing 


across my side. 

"You okay?" he asks softly. | nod a little bit, slowly sitting myself up. He smiles a litte, pulling me into his arms. | 
sigh softly, nestling myself into his embrace. | smile against him, shutting my eyes. God, those warm arms, | 
feel so safe..and he can sense it, too. The way he holds me tighter, resting his head on mine. He clears his 
throat a little, pulling away just a little. | look up, raising my eyebrow a little. 

‘I'm gonna..go get something to drink, okay?" he asks, voice a little raspy. | nod slightly, smirking. 


"There should be some soda in the fridge," | answer softly. He smirks, stifling a slight cough, leaning forward and 
placing a delicate kiss on my forehead. 


“Tharks," he says softly, running a hand through my hair. | smile a little more, enjoying the sweet little look on 


his face but yearning for the feeling of his arms around me all at the same time. | watch him slowly stand, 
take a few backwards steps, his eyes transfixed on mine as he heads to the kitchen. After a few moments or 


two, he turns around, disappearing into the hallway. | bite my lip a little, leaning back into the cushions. 


What the fuck is wrong with me? He'll be back in a couple of minutes, it's not the end of the world. | smirk a 
little at how absolutely pathetic | am..God, am | really so bad off that | find it funny? Or maybe | am really 


losing it.. 


| need something to occupy myself. really will lose my mind if | think about it too much. | survey the room 
around me, finally coming across the TV remote with my eyes. | only think about it for a moment, lazily 
reaching forward. Can't hurt anything, | guess. Just a way to kill time. Sighing to myself, | hit the power, turning 


the volume down a bit. 


| eye the screen, some stupid infomercial playing. Of course, its still early, nothing's on.! flip the channel a few 
times, met by more commercials. Still flipping aimlessly, | hear the refrigerator door open in the background. 


Cans shuffling, plastic bag rattling..Jesus, what is he looking for..? 


"Oooh, Dr. Pepper..that's my favorite." | hear him say, his voice childish. | smile a little. Apparently, that was 
what he was looking for. | hear the door close again with a familiar hiss, then his footsteps as they head back 
down the hallway, completely forgetting what channel | was on. | don't notice at all as the commercial ends, not 
really paying attention to anything. | vaguely hear some entertainment news show coming back from break, but | 


don't listen, off in my own little dreamland. 


| hear the crack of the can among footsteps, still smirking to myself. | look over the back of the couch, then 


hear mention of my name... 


| whip around immediately, staring at the TV screen Me..they're talking about me..0h, God..that sinking feeling in 
my gut it back, my mouth's dry..Fuck, none of this is right..! grit my teeth, hearing Duffs footsteps stop in the 
doorway. | stare on idly, gritting my teeth. That's not what happened, don't they know that? No, no, no.l didn't 
just do this..there are reasons..Damn it, don't they care about telling the truth? 


My lip trembles, and | feel so blank. Nothing going through my mind, only able to hear or see what's on that TV. 
| swallow hard, the words embedding themselves in my mind. Hearing them say ‘suicide attempt’, ‘motives 
unknown’, ‘possible relapse’..all the speculations, the infant rumors, all of it hit me like a knife in the heart..the 
things they're saying, the way they say it, making it sound like l'm so drama queen making a big deal of 
everything.. 


| want to shut it off, run over and rip the plug out of the wall, throw a fucking brick through the screen, but | 
can't. | can't even hit the damn power button. My hand's shaking, | feel so weak. | can't look away..it hurts so 
much, but | can't stop staring.. 


Out of nowhere, Duff pulls the remote from my hana, clicking the TV off. He looks at me with sympathetic 


eyes, slowly sitting down next to my on the couch. 


"Duff." | murmur softly, my voice cracking. Tears come on instantly, burning in my throat as | choke them 


back. Without another word he pulls me into his arms, sighing a little. 


“Scott.” he pauses, looking as though he's trying to find words. "You can't let it get to you..promise me you 
won't let any of their shit get to you.." he whispers, holding me close. | rest my head on his chest, looking up at 
him. | nod weakly, shutting my eyes as he leans down and places a gentle kiss on my head. 


If it were anyone else telling me this, | wouldn't believe him at all. But he's been through the exact same shit, 


he means every word of it. 


He hugs me close for a moment, slowly pulling away and looking down at me. | look up into his eyes, those gentle, 


caring eyes, smiling a little. He smirks back, softly caressing his fingers across my lips. 


| guess TV wasn't a good idea," he murmurs, setting the remote down on the table. | smile nonchalantly, trying 
not to let on how painful a reminder to hear that. All it is are people who don't care, people who don't know me, 
all of them cashing in on my pain. None of them know me, all of them make assumptions and jump to 
conclusions for a living, and as much as | try and tell myself that that's all it is, that they're the ones that will 
have to atone for the awful things they say and do, it still hurts, makes me feel so low. 


The room falls completely silent, the fizz of the soda left on the table the only sound. | bite my lip, nervously 
twisting my fingers. | squirm away from Duff a little, not really knowing why. There's something in me that 
doesn't want to look at him, making me look at the floor, at my feet, anything to not have to make eye contact. 
Maybe those tabloids are right, maybe | am just a self-centered drama queen looking for an easy way out of 
my problems, someone who doesn't care if they hurt the people around them. Maybe l'm just blowing this 
whole thing out of proportion, just like they want people to think, acting like it's the end of the world even 
though | know deep down that everything will be okay.. 


Part lb 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks for the feedback and enjoy! 


Duff places his gentle hand on my shoulder, making me look up at his eyes. There's such a concerned look in his 
eyes, and as much as it hurts to know I'm worrying him, it helps ease the pain to know there's at least one 


person who cares as much as he does. I'm not alone in this, I'm not the only one hurting. 


| stare into those glimmering green eyes for a moment, their soothing power working faster then any drug. He 
reaches up with his free hand, gently stroking my face. | smirk a little, a soft smile creeping back onto his lips 


as well. 
‘Scott..l'm really sorry.." he murmurs softly, his face sullen. | stifle a sigh, looking down 


"You didn't do anything wrong, don't apologize." | answer. Christ, why did | say that? Such a stupid, stereotypical 
thing to say to him, so fucking stupid. | look back up at him, slightly apprehensive at first, until | see tat soft 


smile on his face, a sweet, reassuring gesture. Fuck, how does he put up with me acting like this? 


"Hey," he starts quietly, "How ‘bout that back rub | owe you, hm? Whaddya say?" | smile, eyes heading down 
again as a small blush tinges my face. | completely forgot about that. never even thought he was being 
serious. But that hand on my shoulder starts kneading into my skin, making the offer impossible to refuse. My 
smile grows a little, a hint of mischief on my lips, feeling the happiness that radiates from him. 


"Knew you'd come around." he whispers, scooting a bit closer. | turn around, his hand returning to my 
shoulders. | let out a slight groan as his fingers start working into my muscles, only now starting to realize how 
stiff my body is. He stifles a small chuckle, hands working down my shoulder blades. "I think this might be a bit 
better if you had your shirt off, y'know?" he asks. | look back at him, expecting a devilish little grin on his face, 
almost surprised by the completely innocent look on his face. 


"Sure..guess you have a good point," | reply. | reach down, grabbing at the bottom of my shirt as he places a 


silky kiss on the back of my neck. 
"You okay?" he asks, slowly pulling away as | yank the shirt over my head. 


"Yeah, l'm doing better." | answer blandly. | bite my lip as | pull the fabric over my head, catching a brief 
glimpse of the bandage over my skin. | quickly look away, doing my best to block it out, not succeeding until his 
hand return to their work. | smile to myself, savoring the feeling of his hands on my skin, those strong but 


gentle hands, nimble fingers moving with precision. 


"See, isn't that better?" he asks, his hands making their way downward. | nod a little, purring at his touch. God, 
he's got such a relaxing affect, its like | don't have a care in the world His hands slowly make their way 
further down, melting away the pain as they go. A pathetic little mewl leaves my throat, and | feel so helpless 
in the face of his magical hands. He works his way down, coming across a large knot in my lower back. 


"Christ, when'd you get this?" he asks, sounding astonished. | groan a little, really meaning to say ‘| don't know 
My back arches all on its own, leaning into his hands as he massages the pain away. | hear a guttural laugh 
come from the back of his throat, feeling him lean forward and place a gentle kiss on the back of my neck 


"You have magic hands, man," | purr gently. He kisses me again and again, staying close enough that | can feel 


his hot breath on my skin. 
"Aww, really?" he asks, still moving his hands and raining down kisses, "I'll take that as a compliment." 


A devilish smirk dances on my face. "Wasn't meant as anything else," | say softly. "But really..like one of those 
massage chairs, y'know? Perfect hands..sure you could do more with them, too.." | don't realize how seductive 
my own tone was until the words leave my mouth. Fuck, | didn't even expect myself to say something like that.. 


God, the desire that clouds my mind is so powerful, all of it coming on in an instant.. 


| feel a gentle nip on my shoulder, then his warm tongue trailing across my skin. | take in a sharp breath, one 
of his hands still rubbing my back, the other slipping around my waist. A shiver runs down my spine, able to 
feel his smirking lips against my skin before he places another kiss on my shoulder. His hand slowly creeps 
across my torso, tracing little circles on my skin Another soft bite, more shivers down my back, God, | wonder 
if he knows what he does to me.. 


"Mmm, Duff," | moan happily, shutting my eyes. As one hand starts to dip below my waistband, moving at a 
tantalizing pace, the other moves up, wrapping itself across my chest, slowly pulling me closer, inching me onto 
his lap. Little bolts of electric passion run through me as his hand moves lower and lower. He shifts me over 
more, placing more of those delicate little kisses onto my neck, inadvertently pressing his arm against my 
bandaged wound. 


The pain is dull, fleeting at first, but as he pulls me closer, fire shoots through my chest. The sharp pain and 
mounting pleasure clash, leaving a whole new world of pain in their wake. | wince, hoping that it will pass, but 
after a few moments, it only seems to get worse. | let out a sharp yelp, jumping out of his grasp. | spin around, 
gripping my chest, looking up at the panic in his eyes. 


"Scott..what'd |..are you, oh, fuck, are you okay?" he stammers nervously. He reaches forward, but quickly jerks 
his hand away, looking afraid to even touch me. | nod weakly, the pain quickly fading away. "A-are you sure?" he 
asks, earning another nod. Guilt fills his eyes, and he slowly moves forward, hesitantly drawing me into his arms. 
"Oh, God, I'm so sorry..! didnt mean to hurt you..l'm so sorry, Scott," he stammers, "I just.just got carried 


away..l'm sorry...” 


| look up at him, feeling guilty myself. "No, Duff, its okay, really..'m fine, see?" | reassure him. | know he didn't 


mean it, | know he'd never do anything like that intentionally. Never in a million years. He knows | know that..so 


why does he guilt himself like this? 
| nestle myself against his chest, just trying to reassure him that l'm fine. "I'm okay, okay?" 


He rests his chin on my head, sighing a little. "Still.'m sorry, | didnt mean to hurt you," he says again. "You're 
sure you're okay, though? Want me to like..look at it or something..? Make sure the stitches are still okay, | 
mean?" he asks, his fingers lightly grazing the cloth. | smirk a little, shaking my head. 


"No, I'm fine..honest," | respond. He gives me a soft smile, leaning down and kissing me tenderly. | look up at him 
with hazy eyes, smiling a little. We stare into each other's eyes for a moment, focusing heavily on each other. 
‘| love you." | whisper. His hold tightens slightly as he leans down to my ear, that silly, ever-present smirk 


there, as always. 

"I know," he whispers back. | stifle a laugh, easing myself against his chest. He strokes my back, and | look up, 
smirking. "You just wanna hang out down here for a while?" he asks. Really, | could care less. I'm with Duff, with 
him the way | want to be, alone in his arms, no one around to disturb us. All the pain is gone, physical, 
emotional, all dissolved by being around him. | can block out all of those memories, anything that makes me feel 
guilty, anything that reminds me of how wrong everything is with him. Its hard to even think of it that way 


anymore..such a guilty pleasure.. 


| could fall asleep right now and never wake up, | feel so comfortable in his embrace, so relaxed. | smirk a little 


to myself, wondering how one person can have such a soothing effect.. 
"Somethin! on your mind?" he asks. | look back up at him, raising an eyebrow. 


"Oh, no," | respond quickly, "Not really.just stuff, y'know?" Our eyes meet, and he seems to be studying me for 
a moment, face softening a bit. 


"You wanna go upstairs and sleep for a while, maybe?" he asks, voice so soft and caring. 
‘I've been sleeping all fucking week." | murmur softly, a smirk on my face. 
"Just a suggestion," he answers, pecking my forehead gently. 


"Mhm, | didn't know you were Dr. Duff." | say, my smile growing a bit more wry. He stares at me carefully for 


a moment, then smiles once again. 


"I think | like that..Dr. Duff," he repeats, "Should have my own TV show with an name like that, huh? ‘Dr. Duff, 
once a rock star in a multi-platinum band, now a brain surgeon dedicated to saving the lives of others’. Good 
pitch?" 


He grins cheekily, giving me a thumbs-up as | laugh. God, | never thought | be so glad to see anyone smile and 


make jokes before, never thought I'd be so happy to see that adorable little smile on his face. Such a burden is 
lifted from me every time I'm reminded that the damage I've done isn't irreparable. A large grin plastered on 
my own face, | lean up and envelop him in a warm kiss, slipping my arms around his neck as | press my lips 
harder against his. 


| feel him stiffen at my touch, hesitant to hold me in his arms like | want him to. | slowly peel away, still close 
enough that our noses touch, staring into his eyes. 


"Don't be afraid, please?" | ask, placing a soft peck on his lips. He raises an eyebrow, inadvertently scrunching up 


his nose as he gives me a questioning look. 


"I hate it when you play stupid." | murmur back, still staring into his hazy eyes, "You don't have to be afraid of 
hurting me. I'm not a bubble-boy or something.” 


| watch him bit his lip for a moment, glancing downward. | reach under his chin, tilting his head back up. "Duff... 
fuck, it was an accident..stop beating yourself up about it, please?" | ask, gently touching his cheek. 


"And here | thought you'd take Dr. Duff's advice." he says softly, an lovable little pout on his lips. | can't help 
but smile, unable to resist the endearing quality of his puppy eyes. | push forward and kiss him again, a more 
animalistic side taking over as | weave my fingers through his hair, slowly pulling my lips away, leaving a trail of 
wet kisses across his jaw. 


He stifles a bit of a purr, hooking his arm around my waist. | smirk against his skin, leaving another soft peck, 
my hand attaching itself to his shoulder, giving it a squeeze. 


"Mm, Scott.." he mumbles, tracing little patterns across my lower back. Another kiss, then | nip at his skin, 
feeling his entire body go rigid. | stop, looking up, seeing his eyes glance across the room. "We shouldn't..! mean, | 


don't..you just got out of the hospital, its probably not a good idea." 


| look up at him with pleading eyes for a moment, the nestle myself against his chest. "Duff..don't do this to 


me, please." | whisper, my soft voice muffled even more by his shirt. 
“Scott..what?" he asks, gently stroking my hair. | cling even more to his chest, slipping an arm around his back. 


"| love you, Duff..God, | need you..don't shut me out like this.." | stammer weakly. What the fuck is wrong with 


me? Why am | torturing him even more? 


